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The New and 
Exciting Fur 
From 
$395.00 
MAIL ORDER 
SERVICE 
without obligation 
EXCLUSIVELY OURS 
IN MONCTON 
and at 
Eastern Canada's Largest Fur House 
.HALIFAX, N.S. AND MONCTON, N.B. 
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YOU'LL FIND 
ROADS 
BRIDGES 
BUILDINGS 
ALL THROUGH THE ATLANTIC PROVINCES 
Wh.enever ... wherever you travel through-
out the Atlantic Provinces, chances are 
you're driving on smooth paved roads, 
crossing rugged bridges and passing by 
magnificent new industrial and institutional 
buildings built the "MODERN" way. 
Because, when it comes to construction, 
many of the big contracts are entrusted to 
our men and machines. Years of experience 
in building everything: causeways and 
churches; railway lines and recreation cen-
tres; access roads and airports; bridges and 
barracks ... have given us the know-how 
and confidence we need to tackle any con-
struction j oh ... large or small. 
So, whate1,er you're planning to build, anywhere in the Atlantic Provinces, 
remember you won't miss if you make it a MODERN job! 
ENGINEERS 
HALIFAX J~ 
~· 
,_ \~r-. ·~tit= MONCTON 
-
SAINT JOHN =· ·=· 
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MONEY FOR 
YOUR NEW 
ENTERPRISE 
Incorporated 1944 to help in financing 
new or expanding, small and medium 
sized industrial enterprises, including: 
• manufacturing • processing 
• construction • packaging • repairing 
• transportation • warehousing 
• engineering and scientific research. 
• other industrial activities 
IN DUSTRIA'L 
DEVELOPMENT 
BANK 
OFFICES AT 
Write for inf orn1ation to the nearest 
regional off ice. 
Halifax .. .. . 65 Spring Garden Road 
Montreal .... 901 Victoria Square 
Toronto ..... 250 University Ave. 
Winnipeg ... 195 Portage Ave. East 
Calgary .... 513 Eighth Ave. West 
Vancouver .. 1030 West Georgia Street 
3 JANUARY, 1959 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
The DON TREMA 
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4 JANUARY, 1959 
A 
Strange Bi rd 
• IS 
the Tourist 
He'll fly north in summer and south in winter hut 
he doesn't fly on instinct. He can he influenced. 
He'll go where the nesting seems n1ost co1nf ortahle, 
the feeding grounds the choicest. 
He has an eye to the playgrounds, too. And if he's 
anything, he's a carrier. He loves to go to places 
where he can get things to carry hack home. Sou-
venirs, he calls them. And he prefers the kind that 
are made right where he finds them. 
That's why winter is a busy time at the New Bruns-
wick Travel Bureau. 
We want to attract the travel bird. His eye is first 
caught by advertising in his own newspapers and 
:".· 
-:-: 
i· • 
magazines. Then he has to be lured a little more 
with booklets, highway n1aps and colorful descrip-
tive folders. 
When he conies he expects nice clean nesting - in 
hotels, motels, cabins or private homes. And good 
feeding, too. He'll eat strange things - but they 
have to look tempting and taste good. 
A strange bird, he flies often both by day and night. 
But he can be stopped . . . . stopped by bright and 
colorful things that appeal to him. Often he'll carry 
things away with him. 
He also leaves strange feathers wherever he goes. 
They're called money. 
NEW · BRUNSWICK TRAVEL BUREAU 
P.O. BOX 1030 FREDERICTON NEW BRUNSWICK CANADA 
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A~J-~J!s 
choc<Jlate 
Jr om lo Cand~ / / 
TRADEMARKS OF NEWFOUNDLAND 
Products coming off the assembly lines in Newfoundland these days are fast 
earning the sort of reputation at home and abroad that was once accorded 
to Newfoundland soldiers by a famous general - "Better than the Best." 
This goes for handbags, knitwear, shirts, gloves, workclothes, suits, shoes, 
batteries, cement, plasterboard, wallboards, motion pictures, chocolates and 
candy, etc.-all hard-hitting leaders on the salt'l-counters of the nation. 
DEPARTMENT OF ECONOMIC DEVELOPMENT 
GOVERNMENT OF NEWFOUNDLAND 
N E W· F 0 U N D L A N D ~T . JOHN'S 
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YOUR NEW 
INDUSTRIAL 
SITE 
Western Nova Scotia is a good place for 
your industry and a good place for you to 
live. More factual and detailed information 
may be obtained by addressing your in-
quiries to: 
THE PRESIDENT, 
NOVA SCOTIA LIGHT AND POWER 
COMPANY LIMITED, 
HALIFAX, NOVA SCOTIA 
NOVA SCOTIA LIGHT AND POWER 
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0 In the Western area of Nova Scotia, you'll find plenty of industrial sites 
which offer ideal conditions for many 
forms of industry, including those with 
the ability and incentive to compete 
nationa I ly. 
In this area there is avai !able an in-
dustrious and intelligent labour force of 
both men and women. 
Land, air and sea transportation facilities 
are available and adequate. The deep-
sea port of Yarmouth is near to the mar-
kets and raw materials of the world. 
Western Nova Scotia is an area of bal-
anced economy, with lumbering, agri-
culture and fishing in the forefront. 
This area is near to an abundance of 
raw materials of several kinds. 
Power needs are served by Western 
Nova Scotia Electric Company Limited 
whose long range planning assures an 
abundance of low cost power for present 
and future needs. 
COMPANY LIMITED 
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Mercury-Vapor lights illtoninate the approach to the new Town of Oromocto, N.B. 
when the SUN goes down • • • 
. . . the LI G HTS go on, ... extending day-
time visibility around the clock. Today's social and 
industrial activities require 24 hours operations of 
our streets and highway . 
More and more communities in New Brunswick 
and across Canada are convinced that modern 
street lighting will . . . stimulate business . . . 
increase property values . . . reduce crime and 
accidents ... aid with fire protection ... attract 
new residents and industries and, at the same 
time, build civic pride and prestige. In fact 
everybody in a community stands to benefit from 
modern street lighting. 
THE NEW BRUNSW 
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Your Electric utility stands ready to assist you with your 
civic lighting problems at any time. 
CTRIC POWER COMMISSION 
8 
Fredericton 
New Brunswick 
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In the 
HALI FAX AREA 
people are excited about the new 
STEREOPHONIC HOUR 
broadcast nightly from 8.00 to 9.00 
and Sunday afternoon from 3.00 to 4.00 
CHNS-960 kc. CH NS-FM 96.1 me. 
Another of the Big Shows on the station 
where advertisers expect and get results 
' DAY AND NIGHT 
Write or wire for rates and availabilities 
CH NS, Box 400, HALI FAX, N.S. 
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Represented by 
ALL-CANADA RADIO & TELEVISION LIMITED 
MONTREAL and TORONTO 
WEED & COMPANY, NEW YORK, U.S.A. 
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Extends good wishes for a very 
happy and prosperous 1959 
As the Atlantic Region 
prospers and progresses, 
at the heart of the activity 
wi II be found 
CKCW RADIO WITH ITS 
10,000 POWERFUL WATT VOICE 
• 
RADIO 
MONCTON 
NEW BRUNSWICK 
Inquiries should be directed to T. H. Tonner, Manager 
REPRESENTED IN CANADA BY STOVIN-BYLES LTD. 
ANDI N 
THE UNITED STATES BY YOUNG CANADIAN LTD. 
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LETTERS 
From Mayor Gilroy 
Sir: 
May I say that your stirring article on 
Springhill was read by me with keen interest 
and I was deeply impressed with your effort 
to bring to the attention of others our present 
position and pointing out the avenues through 
which a solution to our problems may be 
realized. 
At a meeting last evening at which a cross-
section of the County of Cumberland was 
well represented, favourable comments were 
heard regarding the article prepared by you. 
I am sure that those who would assist us 
would be greatly impressed by the contents 
of the article. 
We realize this is an uphill battle and l 
wish to express to you, on behalf of our 
citizens, appreciation for your untiring efforts. 
Sir: 
R. F. GILROY 
Mayor, 
Springhill, N.S. 
May I take this opportunity, Sir, to compli-
ment you on your excellent editorial in the 
most recent issue of the Advocate dealing with 
Springhill. It has been my misfortune to cover 
all three disasters at Springhill from beginning 
to end and after this most recent episode, I 
think that all of us here at this radio station, 
feel as though we have been through a giant 
emotional wringer. 
No Better W ay 
Sir: 
T. H. TONNER 
Station Manager, 
CKCW, Moncton 
We are new-comers to Lancaster and we 
have wondered how to tell our friends about 
the Maritimes, and have decided there just 
isn't an easier or better way than by your 
magazine we now enjoy. 
MRS. GEORGE RINGROSE 
107 Bay View Drive, 
Lancaster, N.B. 
Christ mas Carols 
Sir: 
It is with anticipation I forward this 
cheque for the continuance of the Advocate. 
It makes up to me for not being able to visit 
my old homeland. I do expect to do so after 
a while but it is not possible now. If I don't, 
there will always be the happiness of reading 
The Atlantic Advocate, which you so success-
fully edit. It is a beautiful publication and 
must cause envy in the hearts of many other 
publications. I like the salty stories that give 
me a whiff of the sea as I remember it, having 
lived beside it a long time. I was born in 
Prince Edward Island not far from the sea 
and lived in Murray Harbour very near it 
when a tiny girl. 
Your Christmas number is very fine. It 
breathes the true spirit of the glorious time 
with its setting of familiar carols and even 
the advertisements give me a feeling of 
Yuletide with pictures of trees as they looked 
in our woodland in Carleton County. 
God bless you and all who work with you 
on the Advocate and may the Christmas 
spirit encircle all of you and give you the 
peace the angels wished we might all have. 
Sir: 
MARIE BERRIE TENNANT 
432 E. I 05th Street, 4D 
New York 29, N.Y. 
Just a little thank-you for publishing the 
carols for Christmas, particularly "It came 
upon the Midnight Clear". I have not heard 
this tune since coming to Canada. 
A little suggestion, if I may, 'twould be 
nice to see carollers singing the carols from 
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The Atlantic Advocate, in costume. It would 
certainly look like the old-fashioned Christ-
mas in England. 
Potato Diet 
Sir: 
DOROTHY E. BURDEN 
16 Charles Street, 
Saint John, N.B. 
"Potato Postulate" (The Atlantic Advocate, 
November, 1958) is one of the best articles I 
have ever read; it is what we have been 
looking for, for a long time, the truth about 
potatoes. We would appreciate having you 
send us 250 copies of this article, which we 
will mail out to our customers. 
Sir: 
H . C. GREENLA w 
President, 
H. C. Greenlaw, Ltd. 
Millville, N.B. 
I am enclosing a clipping of an editorial 
which appeared in the Peterborough Examiner. 
MRS. F. J. SMITH 
Toronto, Ont. 
Reduced to Confusion 
Dieters hardly know which way to turn 
these days. There was a time when dieting was 
simple: it meant starvation, greatly prolonged, 
with no hope of eating any of the really 
palatable foods. 
Now some English scientists are recommend-
ing a diet which includes everything, in any 
quantity, so long as it is not carbohydrate. Fat 
meat, cream, peanut butter and cheese are not 
merely off the prohibited list- the dieter is 
encouraged to eat them. 
But the greatest blow to the sanity of dieters 
comes from the Atlantic Advocate, which 
proposes a Potato Diet, the work of a Dr. 
James Hasson : normal breakfast, six baked 
potatoes with seasoning and salad for lunch, 
and three-quarters of a pound of mashed spuds 
for dinner! 
The potato-the Arch-Fiend of Fat- is now 
the staple of a reducing diet! We don't pretend 
to understand it, and are retiring to Bedlam. 
~ We advise the Editor of the Peter-
borough Examiner to take a sack of 
potatoes with him, and he will soon 
come out again, fit, well and slim. 
-Ed. 
Sir: 
I have been intending to drop you a line of 
congratulations on your last issue of The 
Atlantic Advocate in which you carried the 
articles covering potatoes. I was extremely 
pleased with these stories because the potato 
industry means so much to the economy of 
this Province. 
For the past two weeks I have been 
attending meetings in Ottawa and Toronto 
and I heard favourable comments regarding 
the potato features which were carried in the 
Advocate and wish to convey to you my 
appreciation for this excellent effort. 
Sir: 
c. B. SHERWOOD 
Minister of Agriculture, 
Province of New Brunswick 
Fredericton, N.B. 
I was very interested in the article by Dr. 
Hasson on the merits of potatoes in the diet, 
and your foreword. We need articles like Dr. 
Hasson's to promote health through potatoes 
and thus increase, or at least maintain, 
consumption levels of potatoes. 
Sir: 
ARTHUR HAWKINS 
Professor of Agronomy 
The University of Connecticut 
Storrs, Connecticut 
I was very much interested in the article 
by Dr. James Hasson on the value of potatoes 
in a diet. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
You will be interested to know that att,the 
10th Annual Meeting of the National Potato 
Council conducted in Washington, D.C. it 
was decided to raise a fund to publicize the 
nutritional and health values of potatoes in 
the diet on a national scale. The article by 
Dr. Hasson is most appropriate. We would 
like to see more such articles published in our 
popular magazines. 
Sir: 
JOHN C . CAMPBELL 
Editor 
The Potato Association of America 
Nichol Avenue 
New Brunswick, N .J. 
I am always interested in anything having 
to do with potatoes and incidentally sell quite 
a few potatoes from your Province as Certified 
and Foundation seed. 
I know quite a few of the shippers and 
spent a very pleasant few hours at the 
Experimental Station near Fredericton several 
years ago when I was on the Potato Advisory 
Committee of the Research and Marketing, 
Department of Agriculture and Markets. 
They gave us a wonderful time and were very 
courteous in telling us about the research 
work they were doing on potatoes at the 
Experimental Station, and other places in the 
Province. 
H.J. EVANS 
Georgetown, N.Y. 
~ We have had an extraordinary 
response to Dr. Hasson's article 
"Potato Postulate". Demands for 
reprints amounted to many thousands. 
My own weight remains steady now 
at 165 pounds, 33 pounds below my 
weight on the day in June when I 
visited Dr. Hasson in his consulting 
room and started eating potatoes in 
the way described in that article. And 
I have never felt better. 
How can the case for eating more 
potatoes be proved to the world at 
large? I wrote to Dr. Hasson. He 
suggests a series of experiments in vivo: 
that twenty or more volunteers should 
submit themselves to the diet under 
scientific control; that they should be 
chosen from among sufferers from 
migraine, rheumatism, liver and kidney 
trouble, skin disorders of any sorts 
and last but not least the obese who 
failed to get response from so called 
"slimming diets". 
"If these experiments could be 
undertaken by several different scien-
tific bodies in Canada and the United 
States," writes Dr. Hasson, "evidence 
could be established which would, I 
believe, benefit the human race." 
I commend the idea to doctors and 
scientists who may read these words. 
The Kendricks 
Sir: 
MICHAEL WARDELL 
Editor and Publisher 
Evelyn M. Richardson's fine article about 
Capt. Herbert Kendrick, of Shag Harbour 
and Barrington, N .S., (The Atlantic Advocate, 
September, 1958) will remind students of 
Pacific Coast history of another Capt. 
Kendrick of Barrington, active here in the 
18th century. 
Capt. John Kendrick sailed from Boston, 
Mass., in 1787 in command of the ship 
Columbia accompanied by the sloop Lady 
11 
what station 
covers 
NOVA SCOTIA 
best? 
~----
now covers 
OF THE 
POPULATION 
~ 
Of THE 
BUYING POWER 
Write for your Free Copy of our 
"Engineering Proof of Performance" 
brochure 
CJCH 
RADIO HALI FAX 
THE NO. I STATION IN THE 
MARITIMES' NO. I MARKET 
NOW 10,000 WATTS 
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. . . the best: tea you ever tasted ! 
• • 
from 
Coast to 
Coast in 
/ Canada ... 
There are 58 B of M BRANCHES in the 
ATLANTIC PROVINCES to serve you 
WORKING WITH CANADIANS IN EVERY WALK OF LIFE SINCE 1817 
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Washington, Capt. Gray, master. After 
arriving on what is now the B.C. coast the 
vessels changed masters, and the Washington 
was converted to a brig. Under Capt. Gray 
the Columbia continued westward and 
became the first ship to circumnavigate the 
globe under U.S. colours. Later, returning 
here in the same ship, Gray watered in the 
estuary of a large river, naming the same 
Columbia. The adjoining province and state 
now bear the names of the two ships. 
A medal struck at Boston in 1787 depicts 
the Columbia and the Washington, "com-
manded by J. Kendrick". 
Capt. Mears, whose troubles here almost 
started a war with Spain, received informa-
tion from Kendrick which enabled him to 
show the through passage inside Vancouver 
Island on a chart seen by Capt. Vancouver 
before leaving home. Capt. Vancouver later 
sailed through this passage as first navigator. 
The name Kendrick is well known on this 
coast, from an important commercial house 
in Valparaiso, to a hefty section of the 
Vancouver telephone directory; a map of the 
vicinity of Nootka shows Kendrick Arm, 
Bligh Island, King Passage and Williamson 
Channel, the last three being named in honour 
of Captain Cook's officers, and affixed by the 
great navigator himself. 
Mystery Solved 
Sir: 
M. HURST, 
4466 Union St., 
Burnaby 2, B. C . 
When I received the December issue of 
The Atlantic Advocate last week, I noticed 
that there seemed to be a "guessing game" 
going on concerning the "Mystery Yacht". 
She looked to me like Mr. George Hopkins' 
yacht, so, I began to seek information. I got 
in touch with Mr. Hanson, a former Co11ector 
of Customs; and with Captain Ranby Wren. 
They suggested that I get in contact with 
Captain Herbert Snell, who had sailed on Mr. 
Hopkins' yacht. 
Captain Snell gave me the following in-
formation: 
"The picture in The Atlantic Advocate 
(November issue) is definitely of the yacht 
Sieg/inde. She was built in New York, and 
was (up to that time) the second largest 
yawl-rigged yacht ever built." 
The Sieglinde was owned by Mr. George 
Hopkins, a member of the New York Yacht 
Club, who was one of St. Andrews' summer 
visitors. Mr. Hopkins owned a cottage in St. 
Andrews that had been built by Mr. George 
Inness, a well-known American artist. 
It may be of interest to add that Mr. Inness 
painted a picture of a large tree that stood in 
a field near his cottage. He named the picture 
"The Lone Tree". 
E. BERTHA CARSON, 
St. Andrews, N.B. 
How Many Soldiers? 
Sir: 
I enjoy your magazine very much and look 
forward to it every month. I read it from 
cover to cover. 
Maybe you can, or some of your many 
readers can, f umish some data as to how 
many British soldiers marched to Lexington 
and Concord (Mass.) from Boston on 
April 19, 1775, the day the American Revolu-
tion started following Paul Revere's ride, of 
which Longfellow wrote in his Tales of a 
Wayside Inn. Histories that I have read give 
the number all the way from 800 to 1,800. 
I have read with interest many of your 
articles on the tourist trade. I was born in 
your province and have visited "back home" 
every year for a good many years. 
I believe if Fort La Tour at Saint John and 
Fort Nashwaak at Fredericton were re-
constructed as near as possible to their 
(continued on page 65) 
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Oceans" of comfort for you 
on CNR's fast, dependable 
~~ ':t LIMITED ,-~~~ . 
. ;·:•, /~:.~ 
./(t · ~' nany each way between HALIFAX and MONTREAL 
.·.· ... ·.·.·. 
\::·JL.:. ,~ --·  , _ _,.f/ 
:;:;:;:;:;:;:;:· .... . . \ ' "' ->·=-~ .. --......... .'Jlf • No change en route 
,, ~ -...<:" .. • 
• Now - modern, air-conditioned 
coaches for your pleasure ••• 
• Plus - all regular sleeping 
and dining accommodations. 
• "HOURS-FASTER TRAVEL" 
between Cape Breton, Halifax, 
Montreal; also Saint John 
and other points. 
CANADIAN NATIONAL RAILWAYS 
Bu'f ./lilaniic - - - 2urdi~ PIUJJuctt 
In the coming issues of the Atlantic Advocate a series 
of advertisements wi 11 dis play and describe the 
following Maritime made products of Eastward Industries-
OFFICE FURNITURE 
LIVING ROOM FURNITURE 
HI-FIDELITY EQUIPMENT 
All these articles of high quality, durable furniture 
are handmade, hand finished by Maritime Craftsmen 
at our factory in Saint John. 
EASTWARD INDUSTRIES LTD. 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. HALIFAX, N.S. 
Maritime owned and operated 
• 
• 
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T HE NEW YEAR has grim augury for the coal industry. Nova Scotia faces an acute crisis which can be resolved only by federal action in the form of 
increased subventions. New Brunswick's smaller coal 
industry faces similar dangers. 
Dosco coal mines in Nova Scotia start the year with a 
million-ton stockpile and a future obscured by threats not 
only of the traditional competition of U.S. coal, to be 
intensified by the St. Lawrence Seaway, but also of the 
new gas pipeline, paradoxically brought into being as a 
result of federal credits. In New Brunswick, Mr. Irving's 
oil refinery, a blessing to local industry in other respects, 
will have a major impact on the local coal market by its 
residual oil production which will compete with a coal 
equivalent of several hundred thousand tons. 
* * * 
disaster of unemployment 
The Cape Breton coal miners are confronted with the 
certainty of heavy unemployment in 1959 unless remedial 
steps can be taken without delay and on a scale which 
would ensure the sale of the minimum tonnage that can 
keep the labour force of 10,000 miners employed. The 
disaster of unemployment on the threatened scale would 
not only create grievous hardship and a heavy cost in relief 
payments, but would lead, in time, to an inevitable decision 
to close some of the pits. Being submarine mines, once 
closed they could not be reopened. The capital loss to 
Canada would be grave, irreparable, and unjustified; for 
economic estimators forecast a demand for every ton of 
Maritime coal by 1968. 
* * * 
stigma of subsidy 
An increase in subventions, which might cost three 
million dollars, is the obvious answer. That brings us to 
a point we have raised before. There is a feeling abroad 
that some sort of stigma attaches to a subsidy, that it is 
something comparable to charity which is a shame to ask 
for and a sin to give. This is the philosophy of the Gordon 
report, which suggested moving our miners to some other 
area of Canada where they might be gainfully employed. 
It is a proposal raised again recently by The Montreal 
Star and other voices of Central Canada, which should 
be refuted with all our energies. 
* * * 
protective tariffs are subsidies 
What is the truth? 
The industry of Canada lives and has its being as a 
result of ·subsidies. We, all of us, contribute to those 
subsidies by nearly every purchase we make, by the price 
we pay for our automobiles, for our clothes, for our food. 
Remember when a price is mentioned on an American 
T.V. programme? And a correction is flicked on to the 
screen, invariably upping the price in Canada? That, of 
course, is the result of the protective tariffs at the border, 
which hold back the cheaper imports that would otherwise 
undercut Canadian products, now sold to us at remuner-
ative prices. 
* * * 
quid pro quo 
We pay the higher prices cheerfully enough, as our 
own individual contributions to the subsidies we know to 
be essential to Canadian industry. We have the right to 
demand that Canadian industry be equally ready to pay 
its share of the subsidy on Canadian coal which is neces-
sary to bring its price lower than that of imported coal. 
It is as simple as that. And let no one persuade you that 
protective tariffs are not subsidies. 
* * * 
the cost 
The cost of adequate coal subventions would be 
imperceptible in its effect on the Canadian economy. The 
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people of the Atlantic Provinces alone probably pay as 
much as 200 million dollars a year as their contribution 
to the prosperity of Canadian industry, in the form of 
the protective tariff subsidies. They are only asking for 
about a hundredth part of that amount in the form of 
the other sort of subsidy, an increased coal subvention. 
They should press their case with conviction. 
* * * 
the challenge of Springhill 
The challenge of Springhill has been taken up. The 
Government of Nova Scotia has created a million-dollar 
subsidiary to its Crown company, Industrial Estates Ltd., 
to help in the promotion of new industry there. Rich 
incentives are to be offered. Federal Revenue Minister 
George Nowlan has pledged the help of Ottawa to the 
fullest extent. Mayor Gilroy and the Springhill town 
council are deployed, and the Atlantic Provinces Economic 
Council is on the march to sound the fanfares and beat 
the big drum in a nation-wide campaign. It is a noble 
task that the directors of APEC have set themselves, and 
they can be sure of the support of press and radio. 
* * * 
research board 
APEC and the Governments of the four Atlantic 
Provinces have now arranged their 1959 research pro-
grammes in a way that will eliminate any danger of over-
lapping. APEC has joined with the four Governments in 
a co-ordinated assault. A research board has been set up. 
Its members include Professor W. Y. Smith of New Bruns-
wick, Innes MacLeod of Nova Scotia, R. G. MacLeod of 
P.E.I., Gordon Pushie of Newfoundland, Nelson Mann of 
APEC and Howard Mann of the Mari times Transportation 
Commission. A second representative of each of the four 
provinces will be added. The field will cover sector studies, 
to be contributed by APEC, and probably secondary 
manufacturing, monetary policy and the availability of 
capital. 
In addition, APEC will undertake independently a 
furniture study, which is now under way, and a short-term 
study, as a result of a request from the Maritime Boards 
of Trade, of the products which could be economically 
produced in the Atlantic Provinces. 
* * * 
banana traffic 
An example of loss of traffic to the Atlantic ports was 
given by Mr. Howard A. Mann, General Manager, 
Maritimes Transportation Commission in an address at 
Halifax on Atlantic Ports Day. 
The voJume of bananas imported into Canada is 
around 100,000 tons a year. Twenty years ago, half of 
that tonnage was divided between the ports of Halifax 
and Saint John. Now, not one stem of one banana is 
unloaded in either of those ports. 
The reason lies in the switch from the bananas of the 
British West Indies to the products of Central and South 
America, and consequently from Commonwealth trade to 
that of the United States, controlled by United Fruit 
Company and Standard Fruit. 
It will be interesting to see whether aggressive action on 
the part of Halifax and Saint John can divert this multi-
million-dollar traffic back to Canadian ports. 
* * * 
Halifax 
Halifax will embark on a considerable constructional 
programme in 1959. Mayor Charles Vaughan has been a 
proponent in the contention that bad housing is bad 
business for the municipalities, and that the tax returns 
from low value units produce little towards municipal 
revenues. 
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'round and 'round and 'round she goes 
In an effort to acquaint Nova Scotia cities and towns 
with the forms of aid available from the Federal and 
Provincial Governments for improving housing conditions, 
a successful housing conference was held in Halifax. 
In addition to a six-million dollar slum clearance 
project, Halifax will provide 870 new beds for its hospitals 
at a cost of about 11 million dollars. The hospital extensions 
will provide employment for over a thousand people. 
* * * 
the Royal Canadian Navy 
A major event in Halifax during 1959 will be the 
bicentennial celebration of the Halifax Dockyard, the 
establishment of which is described by Lieut. P.H. Watson, 
R.C.N., on page 31. 
Admiral Pullen's article on the next page is a grim 
and timely warning of the dangers wlllch confront us on 
a devastating scale, and a reminder of our debt to the 
Royal Canadian Navy as it guards our shores with un-
remitting vigilance. 
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the Atlantic Resolutions 
A tendency of the times is the warning from Dr. Nor-
man Hesler's Enamel and Heating plant in Amherst that 
some 300 aircraft division employees will be gradually laid 
off and the plant closed down by October 1959. The 
company's aircraft division has been chiefly engaged in 
construction of the aft-fuselage of the Grumman "Tracker" 
used by the Royal Canadian Navy. 
What have we to hear of Industrial Decentralization, 
of placing a more equitable share of defence contract 
expenditures within the Atlantic Provinces? 
And, as a footnote, what of our National Deve]opment 
programme and the Capital Projects programme? 
And, last, but not least, what of the "Adjustment of 
freight rates and provision of transportation facilities to 
allow our producers reasonable access to the markets of 
Canada''? 
Atlantic Resolutions these, and demanding urgent 
action at Ottawa. 
JANUARY, 1959 
• • . great oceans •• • shelter within their depths the '' 
greatest threat to the security of this country that 
we have ever been to face. 
menace • is submarine '' • • • 
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THE MENACE 
UNDER THE SEA 
by REAR-ADMIRAL H. F. PULLEN, O.B.E., C.D. 
Flag Officer Atlantic Coast and Commander, Canadian Atlantic Suh-Area (NA TO) 
T o CANADA the sea shows two faces. The great oceans of the world 
are essential to the economic well-being 
of our country, and thus are vital to our 
continued existence as a free and civilized 
nation. These same great oceans also 
shelter within their depths the greatest 
threat to the security of this country that 
we have ever been called upon to face. 
This menace is the submarine; a sinister 
black shape, stalking its prey from under 
the sea, invisible, lethal. 
Today, the Russian undersea fleet 
numbers between 500 and 600 submarines, 
and this total is increasing steadily under 
the impetus of a huge naval building pro-
gramme. While a large number of these 
vessels may already be obsolete, it is 
known that following the armistice, 
Russians acquired several of the most 
advanced types of German U-boats 
developed in the late stages of the war, 
and the plans for still more radical designs 
which never saw operational service. 
The harnessing of atomic power has 
seen its first application to ship propulsion 
in the submarine, and has immediately 
resulted in higher speeds, particularly 
submerged, and in the capability of 
remaining under the surf ace for almost 
indefinite periods. Always a formidable 
opponent, the submarine now would 
appear to have acquired a measure of 
superiority over its enemies which may be 
extremely difficult to combat. When we 
add to its already greatly increased 
efficiency the capability of launching 
ballistic and guided missiles, not only 
from the surface but from submerged 
positions as well, the submarine becomes 
a most dangerous foe. 
Let us analyse this threat to Canada. 
The modern submarine can be employed 
in these ways: as a commerce raider, 
attacking merchant ships, singly or in 
convoy; as a minelayer; as a missile 
launching platform. They may be em-
ployed in a number of other ways as well, 
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but these are the principal uses to which 
the present day submarines might be put. 
As commerce raiders, the submarines 
of today would enjoy a considerable 
advantage over their wartime sisters. 
Their submerged speed is much higher, 
and their underwater endurance has been 
considerably increased. Their torpedoes 
can be expected to be of the most modern 
type, the majority being of the homing 
variety. 
The submarine, too, is well equipped 
to carry out the duties of minelaying. The 
endurance provided by an atomic power 
plant makes a voyage across the largest 
ocean without once appearing above the 
surf ace quite easy. I ts cloak of invisibility 
almost guaranteed, a single submarine 
could do tremendous damage by laying 
mines in such congested waterways as the 
Gulf of St. Lawrence, or in the approaches 
to the principal harbours along the Atlan-
tic seaboard. 
These capabilities are dangerous 
enough, but it is as a guided missile 
launcher that the submarine poses its 
greatest threat. From a position off either 
of Canada's three great coastlines, the 
Atlantic, Pacific, or Arctic, a missile-
equipped submarine could send its death-
dealing projectile far into the heart of 
this country. Whole cities, huge industrial 
areas, and many of our most important 
defence installations lie within range of 
these invisible foes, and one nuclear fitted 
missile is enough to destroy any one of 
these. Any aggressor nation, planning an 
atomic war, would be unlikely to find an 
instrument more suited to its purpose 
than the modern missile-firing submarine. 
Under the protection of International 
Law and its own invisibility, a submarine 
can roam the oceans of the world at will. 
It can carry out surveys and compile 
charts necessary to determine the exact 
positions from which to launch an attack. 
The declaration of war itself might well 
be the firing of the first missiles from sub-
marines which took up pre-determined 
positions well in advance. 
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Thus the threat is obvious. 
To counter it is a monumental task ; a 
task that assumes even greater proportions 
through the necessity of superimposing it 
on our already heavy anti-submarine 
warfare responsibilities. 
No one knows whether or not a third 
world war will come. We are hoping, 
praying and working that it will not. If 
it does, no one can predict with any 
certainty the form it may take. If atomic 
weapons are not used, then we must have 
conventional forces ready and capable of 
successfully fighting a non-atomic war. 
The effects of a nuclear war are so horri-
fying to contemplate that no efforts must 
be spared to prevent one from starting. 
This means possessing the ability to 
demonstrate conclusively that any atomic 
attack against us would be doomed to 
failure, and that we possess the means, if 
necessary, to carry out a successful 
counter-attack. 
The scope of this task is tremendous, 
its accomplishment extremely difficult, 
and the force requirements in materials 
and men colossal. 
The job must be done, and with the full 
support of the people of Canada and our 
allies of other NATO nations, it can be 
done. 
The menace of the submarine has now 
reached a point that far exceeds any 
danger of the past. It is interesting to 
trace the history of the weapon which 
has become the greatest threat to modern 
man. 
Although the basic principles of under-
water propulsion have been known for 
three hundred years, it was not until the 
beginning of the present century that 
submarines were introduced as permanent 
weapons into the naval arsenal. Since that 
time the development of the undersea 
craft has been rapid. 
The first submarine was invented in the 
middle of the seventeenth century by Dr. 
Cornelius van Drebel, a Dutchman in the 
service of James I of England. This 
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machine is said to have been navigated 
under the surface of the Thames for 
several hours, propulsion being supplied 
by oarsmen. 
Inevitably, others took up where van 
Drebel left off, in an effort to find an 
answer to the then powerful maritime 
weapon of blockade. The United States, 
France, Sweden, and eventually, Germany, 
all showed keen interest in the possibilities 
of the submarine as a weapon of war. 
Britain, the acknowledged ruler of the 
seas by virtue of her vast surf ace fleet, 
showed less inclination to develop a sub-
marine arm than her weaker contem-
poraries. However, in 1804, the American 
Fulton managed to interest the British 
Prime Minister in his submarine, which 
he called "Nautilus", and his "electric 
torpedo". On October -15, 1805, Fulton 
demonstrated his infernal machines by 
blowing the hulk of an old brig out of the 
water. Despite the effectiveness of the 
experiment, the First Sea Lord at the 
time, Sir John Jervis, later Lord St. 
Vincent, was highly critical of the sub-
. 
manne. 
"Don't touch it," he said. "If we take 
it up, other nations will, and that will be 
the strongest blow against our supremacy 
on the sea that can be imagined." 
Six days later Nelson's great victory at 
Trafalgar re-emphasized Britain's mastery 
of the seas and all thoughts of underwater 
warfare as far as England was concerned 
faded into oblivion. 
Although most of the world's major 
naval powers had adopted a submarine 
arm by the beginning of the First World 
War, the craft itself still was a contro-
versial subject whenever naval matters 
were discussed. A widely-held opinion 
was that the submarine was a freak 
destined for early discard. At best, it was 
considered an offensive weapon of limited 
usefulness. These opinions were dramat-
ically changed before the war was a month 
old. On September 22, 1914, three British 
cruisers, H. M. Ships Aboukir, Hogue and 
Cressy were patrolling off the coast of 
Holland. A lone German submarine, the 
U-9, commanded by a Lieutenant Wed-
digen, torpedoed and sank all three in less 
than an hour, with heavy loss of life. This 
tragic incident resulted in an immediate 
reassessment of the capabilities of under-
sea craft. The Admiralty embarked on a 
programme designed to improve as 
rapidly as possible the anti-submarine 
tactics employed by the British Fleet. 
Development of effective counter meas-
ures against the submarine was, however, 
hindered by the well-entrenched views on 
the proper conduct of war at sea held by 
many senior naval officers of the time. 
These officers saw victory at sea as the 
result of exclusively offensive actions, the 
blockading of enemy ports in attempts to 
bring him to action, and the patrolling of 
"sea routes", and "sea lines of communi-
cation". The use of naval vessels as close 
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escorts for merchant ships was considered 
a "defensive" role and thus weakening to 
the war-winning effort. 
The U-boats were aided still further in 
their deadly work by the inability of naval 
leaders of the day to foresee the use of 
submarines against merchant shipping. 
Had they anticipated this development, it 
is likely that the "defensive" designation 
given to close escort work would soon 
have disappeared. It was in the vicinity 
of concentrations of merchant ships that 
submarines were most likely to be found 
and, therefore, it was there that "offensive" 
actions against these undersea raiders 
could be fought. As it was, the offensive 
coastal patrols did little to control the 
n1ining of Great Britain's inshore waters. 
The counter-mining of enemy bases 
across the Channel and the patrolling of 
U-boat transit routes from their bases to 
operational areas also failed to stop the 
undersea raiders. The result was that 
merchant ship sinkings reached an average 
of 150 a month in Home Waters and the 
Mediterranean by the end of 1916. 
The situation steadily worsened until 
the autumn of 1917, when Allied shipping 
losses became a very serious threat to the 
outcome of the war. It was then that the 
convoy system was put into effect in the 
Western Approaches. As the close escort 
system became effective losses dropped 
significantly. Early in 1918, the sub-
marines abandoned the ocean areas and 
concentrated on inshore waters, where 
convoys were not yet organized. The 
adoption of coastal convoys robbed the 
U-boats of even this prey, and they were 
forced back into the Western Atlantic and 
the Mediterranean. Their targets were 
chiefly ships sailing independently without 
escort. In the closing months of the war 
these ships, too, came under the protec-
tion of naval and air forces. At the end of 
hostilities there were those who claimed 
that the improved anti-submarine meas-
ures and the convoy system had defeated 
the submarine for all time. It is interesting, 
therefore, and significant, that despite 
these views, submarines were among the 
weapons denied to Germany by the 
Versailles Treaty. 
In the years between the wars, British 
delegates to naval conferences sought to 
persuade other maritime nations that the 
submarine was no longer a potent threat, 
that it could no longer fight effectively 
against the convoy system and vigorous 
naval and air anti-submarine tactics, and 
thus was destined for a subordinate role 
in any future conflict. These views were 
carried into the 1935 naval conference 
between Britain and Germany in London. 
They resulted, among other concessions, 
in permission for Germany again to build 
a submarine fleet, although the restric-
tions placed on German naval ambitions 
were considered adequate to prevent any 
possibility of conflict between the two 
countries. Having won the concession, 
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Germany lost no time in commissioning 
the First (Weddigen) U-boat Flotilla in 
September, 1935. 
The convoy system was adopted at the 
very beginning of the Second World War. 
In fact, HX-1, an 18-ship convoy, left 
Halifax for the United Kingdom on 
September 16, less than a week after 
Canada's declaration of war. This convoy 
sailed under escort of destroyers of the 
Royal Canadian Navy. For the next 
68 months, the Battle of the Atlantic see-
sawed back and forth. First the submarine 
held the upper hand, then, through the 
building of additional escorts and the 
development of new equipment and 
improved techniques, the tide of battle 
would turn. 
The invention of radar, the acoustic 
torpedo, wolf pack tactics, the hunter-
killer groups, all had a telling effect on the 
outcome of this continuous and vital 
battle. The U-boat's prime asset was its 
ability to move into attacking position 
under a cloak of invisibility, although not 
until the development of Schnorkel in 
1943 could it operate submerged for any 
length of time. The escorts relied heavily 
on asdic, now called sonar, for detection 
of submerged submarines and on radar 
to discover those on the surf ace. However, 
sonar was by no means infallible and radar 
did not always manage to detect the short 
length of periscope which was its only 
target. 
Armament, too, was limited in effective-
ness in the early years of the war. Depth 
charges, the explosive-filled containers 
with which all of the early escorts were 
fitted, had a lethal range of only nine 
yards, although damage could be inflicted 
at a greater distance. Improvements in 
weapons, which reached their wartime 
peak in the "ahead-throwing" mortar 
called Squid, increased the chances of a 
kill to 60 per cent in the late stages of the 
battle. 
One of the most important factors on 
the allied side was the increased use of 
airpower. Anti-submarine aircraft, both 
carrier-borne and shore-based, destroyed 
a large number of U-boats. On scores of 
other occasions aircraft forced surfaced 
submarines to submerge, thus sharply 
reducing their effectiveness. 
Despite many handicaps, the escorts, 
both surf ace and air, managed to keep the 
enemy submarine fleet down to manage-
able size. Germany started hostilities 
with about 60 operational U-boats. She 
built another 1, 100 during the war, but 
never had more than 260 operational sub-
marines at any one time. Losses at sea 
totalled 781. More than 200 were scuttled 
and 154 surrendered when Germany 
capitulated. On the other side of the 
ledger, about 175 Allied warships and 
auxiliaries went to the bottom through 
submarine action. 
The submarines' biggest successes, of 
course, were scored against their primary 
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objectives, the merchant vessels of Allied 
nations. They destroyed a total of 
14,500,000 gross tons of shipping in all 
theatres between September, 1939, and 
May, 1945. 
The Battle of the Atlantic, was, in the 
main, what we have come to call a 
"conventional" battle. The combatants 
used conventional weapons and employed 
contemporary techniques. During the first 
three years at least, they fought it out on 
terms so nearly equal that the outcome 
of many an engagement was determined 
by the skill, courage and determination of 
the sailors on one side or the other. 
There were periods when, through the 
development of new weapons and tactics, 
or through sheer weight of numbers, a 
slight advantage was held by one or other 
of the adversaries. It was a combination 
of all these factors which enabled the 
escort forces to gain a small margin of 
superiority and hold it throughout the 
last two years of war. They fought their 
huge, lumbering and sometimes exasperat-
ingly slow charges through, and somehow 
kept convoy losses to an acceptable level. 
Had the struggle continued for even a 
short time longer, it is probable that 
Allied dominance of the convoy routes 
would have again been seriously threat-
ened. During the last 24 hours of war, 
two merchant vessels and a naval ship 
were sunk by submarines of a new type 
and employing new tactics. 
Victory on land ended the war, and in 
all likelihood prevented another period of 
Allied reverses at sea. However, it must 
never be forgotten that it was the hard-
won and precariously-held supremacy 
over the U-boats in the Atlantic during 
the crucial years that made that victory 
possible. 
The foregoing illustrates the difficulties 
under which the anti-submarine forces 
operated fifteen years ago. The margin by 
which success was eventually achieved 
was slim. It is significant that throughout 
the war the enemy undersea fleet was 
composed of submarines of a known and 
conventional design. They used diesel 
engines for surface propulsion, and electric 
motors when submerged. They were 
forced to surface and charge their storage 
batteries at frequent intervals. Their 
torpedoes were only a slight improvement 
over pre-war models. It was not until the 
dying hours of the conflict that submarines 
of an advanced design were put into 
service. However, the German surrender 
prevented any accurate assessment of 
their possible effect on the outcome of the 
war at sea. 
Still, with a relatively modest fleet of 
these purely conventional U-boats, Ger-
many sustained an offensive in the At-
lantic which was sufficiently successful to 
draw from Sir Winston Churchill his 
well-known remark: "The only thing that 
ever really frightened me during the war 
was the U-boat peril." 
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time to spotting and reporting aircraft. 
In addition to being on the alert for a possible enemy attack, these Ground Observer 
Corps volunteers have saved many lives by their prompt reporting of aircraft in distress. 
YOUR EYES AND EARS ARE NEEDED TOO! 
for further information, write 
COMMANDING OFFICER, 7 GObC UNIT, RCAF, HALIFAX, N.S. 
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Newsprint for world markets ... 
The scene is Dalhousie, a year-round port on New 
Brunswick's north shore. Here, rolls of newsprint 
are being loaded aboard a freighter for shipment to a 
customer overseas. For the people of New 
Brunswick, this means prosperity, and jobs, and the 
converting of the forest crop to ready cash in a 
housewife's hands. For our customers, both in the 
Maritime provinces and overseas, it means a 
continuing supply of high quality Dalhousie newsprint. 
New Brunswick International Paper Company 
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by ANNE DEVESON and BARBARA WACE 
0 NE SUMMER AFTERNOON two years ago we watched twelve huge church bells being christened at 
a foundry in the east of London. The 
sponsor of the first bell stepped forward 
and said: "I, Albert Arthur Hughes, name 
this bell Katharine." 
Katharine was the treble bell of a new 
peal for St. Mary-le-Bow Church in 
Cheapside. The 17th-century Bow bells 
had been badly damaged in the blitz. 
Master Founder Hughes had just recast 
them. The rector, in his white surplice, 
held the short but moving ceremony in 
the foundry. Workmen stood around 
quietly in their overalls, while clouds of 
smoke and steam from the molten metal 
still hissed into the hot, still air. 
The people assembled there saw nothing 
incongruous in the idea of a baptism for 
bells. For centuries they have played an 
integral part in the lives of the British. 
When a child is born, when a man dies, in 
times of trouble and in times of gladness, 
they have rung their bells. 
Every Sunday morning, more than 
forty thousand enthusiasts, belonging to 
various ancient associations and guilds, 
climb the twisting stone staircases of 
cathedrals and churches all over the 
country, and from their belfries make the 
bells ring out over the roof-tops of the 
towns and out across the fields. 
Only once were the bells silenced. 
Early in the Second World War a new 
sound took their place: the first wailing 
of an air-raid siren. From that moment, 
the church bells of Britain were stilled. 
They were to ring again only to signal 
enemy invasion, or to proclaim victory. 
And on VE Day, when peal after peal 
rang out across the land in glorious 
exultancy, they expressed the heartfelt 
thanks of a nation now at peace. 
Only in rare places elsewhere are church 
bells rung quite as they are in Britain. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
Other countries toll one bell, play tunes, 
or resort to carillons. To the British, who 
normally toll only for funerals, tunes are 
a childish amusement, carillons no better 
than musical dinner gongs. British bells, 
since the 1600's have been rung to a 
mysterious mathematical ritual called 
change ringing. The ringers, one to each 
bell, make not a tune, but a musical 
pattern in the way the fingers of the hands 
make patterns on the keyboards when they 
play scales or exercises. Each bell has a 
different note and when the sound peals 
out on Sunday morning, calling people to 
church, it is as if the archangels were up 
in the steeple, jubilantly playing scales on 
them of infinite variety. 
Bell-ringing unites people from every 
age group and every sort of background. 
It is possible to find an eleven-year-old 
errand-boy pulling a bell-rope by the 
side of a middle-aged schoolmistress, or 
a seventy-year-old duke. Any ringer can 
tum up in the territory of a rival associa-
tion and be sure of a welcome and the 
offer to "take a rope". The mere fact of 
being a ringer is enough. Enthusiasts 
practise two or three times a week, and on 
Sundays will sometimes travel round the 
countryside, ringing at different churches. 
In summer many give up their annual 
leave to go on "ringing holidays". 
Associations like the Society of Roving 
Ringers arrange special tours, and charge 
a nominal fee to join. Each tour covers a 
certain district, and ringers visit pre-
arranged churches. In one week, they 
might ring in as many as thirty or forty 
towers. 
Change ringing we found to be a 
mixture of art, sport and science. It 
demands the energy of a wrestler, the 
rhythm of a rock'n 'roll enthusiast, the 
mathematical mind of a scientist and the 
kind of love and devotion a gardener 
bestows on his roses. And although ring-
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ing is a secular hobby, thousands of 
people find the pealing of the bells a very 
real link with God. Not only bells, but 
the ropes which ring them are solemnly 
blessed by the churches before they are 
put into use. 
To understand a little the passion of a 
campanologist, we climbed one winter's 
day high on to the open bell platform of 
St. Paul's Cathedral, London. The City 
lay far below us, but the traffic sounds 
were muted. The silence of anticipation 
was uncanny. The twelve great bells had 
been "set", pulled by the ringers in the 
bell chamber below until they had their 
great mouths uppermost, each metal 
clapper, rusted through age, resting mute 
against its bell lip. They waited, balanced 
and motionless, against the cross-beam 
above. Suddenly the bearings creaked, the 
wheels which act as pulleys spun round, 
and with a great and glorious clamour, the 
bells rang out. Again and again they fell, 
each swinging a complete revolution, first 
one way, then the other, when the rope 
below was pulled. 
Stunned by the deafening noise, our 
hands over our ears to deaden the sound, 
we staggered down the tortuous spiral 
staircase to the closed ringing chamber 
below. Here the sound of the bells was 
muffied by the old stone walls. And the 
excitement was different. It was controlled 
by the concentration of the ringers. They 
stood in a circle, hands lightly clenched 
on the bell ropes which led upwards 
through the ceiling to the wheels of the 
bells. The room was octagonal, the 
wooden floor bare. There was no furni-
ture except a couple of upright chairs and 
the big, square boxes that the ringers stand 
on to grasp the brilliantly coloured sallies, 
as the red, white and blue striped casings 
covering part of the rope are called. 
Our ringers had taken off their jackets 
and ties, and loosened their collars. 
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since 1881 
Humphrey's Woollens 
HIGH GRADE WOOLLEN 
CLOTH IN FRIEZE, MEL-
TON AND TWEED PANTS, 
COATS AND MACl(INA WS 
Always look for the Humphrey 
label when buying quality 
clothing 
ASK ABOUT HUMPHREY'S 
MARITIME MADE 
WOOLLEN BLANKETS 
AND REMNANTS 
J.A.Humphrey & Son Ltd. 
. MONCTON, N.B. 
LORD 
BEAVERBROOK 
HOTEL 
A modern hotel in a beautiful 
parkland setting on the banks 
of the picturesque St.john River 
150 COMFORTABLE ROOMS 
FIREPROOF 
PARKING SPACE 
MODERATE RATES 
FAMILY PLAN 
G. C. CHERRY 
Manager 
FREDERICTON 
NEW BRUNSWICK 
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Pulling on the 7,056-pound tenor bell is 
hard work. The ringers did not talk, but 
their lips moved ceaselessly, mouthing the 
relentless beat; their eyes were intent on 
the conductor. Only when he called out 
"Bob", a staccato order for the bell 
sequence to be changed, did their eyes 
turn upwards, to watch the whirring ropes 
obey the command, red and blue blurring 
into violet. 
To us, the pattern of ropes was 
bewildering. To the ringers, with "rope-
sight", it had as precise a meaning as a 
musical score. 
"It takes years to make a good ringer," 
Mr. Hughes, the owner of the White-
chapel Bell Foundry, told us. From this 
foundry, which can trace connections 
back to the 14th-century, have come not 
only British church bells like Westminster 
Abbey's peal and those of 13!-ton Big 
Ben, but also many now in other countries. 
One of the oldest rings of bells in America, 
those of Christchurch, Philadelphia, came 
from this foundry in 17 54; so did the 
original Liberty Bell. And Whitechapel 
bells ring out all over the world, from 
Aklavik inside the Arctic Circle to New 
Zealand and Australia. 
Seventy-three-year-old Mr. Hughes, 
with his bow tie, his broad-brimmed hat 
and his stout walking-stick, is a dapper, 
familar figure in bell towers throughout 
the countryside. Like all expert ringers, 
he loves to feel the bells answer to the 
pull of his hands on the ropes, and he is 
always ready to share his knowledge with 
a novice. 
"First thing to learn", he told us, as 
we stood against the tower wall and 
watched, "is how to handle the bells." 
Once a bell is swinging, it pulls a rope 
up with considerable force, but an ex-
perienced ringer can keep control with 
little more than a touch. "The art lies in 
knowing when to loosen the grip on the 
sally," Hughes said. "Newcomers who 
hold the rope-end for too long may show 
determination, but they look a little 
foolish dangling high above the heads of 
their team.mates if they let the bell lift 
them off the floor." One ringer in Bath 
recently had his 170 pounds heaved 
twenty feet up to the belfry ceiling. 
Patiently, Hughes explained that when 
the bells are rung over and over again in 
their natural sequence, from treble to 
tenor, they are said to be rung in "rounds". 
When changes are made in the sequence, 
this is "change ringing". The variety of 
sequences is endless. Our twelve ringers 
at St. Paul's, with their twelve bells, 
would have to ring more than 4 79 million 
changes, taking thirty-seven years, if they 
wanted to ring all the sequences possible 
without repeating themselves. 
After the ringing we drank beer in the 
old City pub, which is church tavern for 
those who ring at St. Paul's. There we 
talked with some of the other ringers. It 
would have been hard to find a wider 
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cross-section of people anywhere: we 
counted a wing-commander, a railway 
worker, a bank clerk, a naval officer, an 
engineer, a company director, a house-
wife, a medical student. The feeling of 
comradeship was warm and genuine and 
their courtesy to each other almost old-
fashioned. 
The conductor of the St. Paul's bell-
ringing band was white-haired Herbert 
Langdon, a shipping agent who has 
shipped many bells to North America. He 
is an active seventy-six, but when we went 
with him one morning later to ring at 
St. Mary Abbot's Church, Kensington, 
we found ninety-two-year-old Frank 
Sinkins pulling a rope. And ninety-seven-
year-old Samuel Quintrell celebrated the 
coronation by ringing in his parish church, 
St. Columb Major. Another veteran is 
seventy-four-year-old Alfred Peck, who 
comes twenty-three miles from the town 
of Reigate every Sunday to ring for the 
10:30 a.m. service at St. Paul's, then 
catches a bus to the other side of London 
for 11 :30 a.m. service at St. Mary 
Abbott's, and is back in St. Paul's for the 
afternoon ring, finishing off his day by 
pealing his own Reigate bells for even-
song. 
Ringing is often a family tradition. At 
one time five of the ringers at the little 
country church in West Down, Devon, 
were called Phillips and were related. 
Eighty-nine-year-old Isaac Phillips is still 
known as "father" of the band; his son-
in-law has succeeded him as captain; his 
nephew, now living in London, rings at 
St. Paul's. 
In the old days, citizens relied on bells 
to regulate their lives, and guarded them 
jealously. Legend has it that in the ninth 
century, when a Danish raider was caught 
trying to steal one of Worcester Cathe-
dral's bells, he was flayed alive and his 
skin nailed on the cathedral door. And 
when the Churchwardens of St. Marg-
aret's Westminster paid off parish debts 
by selling their own bell, Great Edward, 
to become Big Tom of St. Paul's, an out-
raged parishioner wrote in the church 
records: 
G-d d--n his breeches, doublet and all 
That first translated me unto St. Paul 
Tom 
Master founder Hughes described the 
steps which go toward the casting of a 
new bell. First the moulds have to be 
built. The inner mould, the core, is built 
up on a brick foundation with coatings of 
clay, carefully smoothed to shape, and 
dried in the huge foundry ovens. Then 
comes the outer mould, the cope, where 
a cast-iron moulding case is carefully 
coated on its inside with a special loam 
containing rich yellow London clay. It is 
this cope mould which is impressed with 
any inscription or decoration that may 
be required; skilled workmen stamp out 
graceful lettering that will tell the history 
of the casting. 
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RING 
RING 
RING ·~ . 
OUT THE OLD 
IN THE NEW 
-$ UP GRAND CASH PRIZES 
011 
Canada's Biggest Jackpot Shows 
Hear Them Monday - Wednesday - Friday 
on 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. DIAL 930 · 
AYLMER'S "FIFTY-A-DAY" 9.05 a.m. 
MAPLE LEAF PURITY MILI_JS "WHO AM I" 10.20 a.m. 
SWIFT'S "MONEY MAN" 11.30 a.m. 
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When requiring Books 
write to 
<J~ 
BOOK 
ROOM 
54-56 Granville Street 
HALIFAX, N.S. 
We have the largest selection 
of Books in the Maritime 
Provinces 
We carry all the la test books. 
If we do not have the particu-
lar hook you want, we will 
order h for you. 
A ROYAL WELCOME 
AWAITS YOU ... 
At the Royal, where you will cross 
the threshold into an atmosphere of 
friendly welcome and courteous 
service. Your sleeping comfort is 
assured by cool, clean bedding on 
restful mattresses in large airy bed-
rooms with modern conveniences. 
Our family plan accepts children 
under 14 years of age as guests 
of the hotel, free of room charge, 
when accompanied by parent. 
The Royal Hotel 
KING STREET 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
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Bell metal is an alloy of seventy-seven 
per cent copper and twenty-three per cent 
tin. When the furnace is tapped, a stream 
of bright molten metal runs from the 
furnace to a ladle, and from that ladle to 
the mould. 
Whatever name they are given, bells 
are always spoken of in the feminine 
gender. Bells, to f oundrymen, are born, 
not cast, and if, as sometimes happens, an 
old bell is melted down and two smaller 
ones cast from the metal, then these are 
her daughters. 
Hughes's father was a master founder, 
as are his two sons, William and Douglas. 
Bells are their life, and they talk about 
them with love. When we visited the 
foundry we walked and sat among bells; 
bells in the entrance to his old-fashioned 
well-polished offices; bells in the back 
yard, moss-green with age. 
Many American visitors find their way 
to Whitechapel in the summer. Most of 
them have heard about Hughes through 
his handbells, which are used increasingly 
all over the United States. 
"Visitors are most interested in the 
little bells," says Hughes, "but once here, 
they can't keep away from the big ones." 
Margaret Shurcliffe, seventy-eight, from 
Boston, Massachusetts, who started the 
American Guild of Handbell Ringers, has 
been coming regularly since she first 
learned ringing as a young girl on a visit 
to London. But she says it is worth 
tra veiling three thousand miles to hear 
change ringing at its best. Her father, Dr. 
Nichols, an old friend of the Hughes 
family, was responsible for introducing 
several peals of bells into New England. 
Two antique brass candlesticks which he 
gave to the Society of College Youths 
stand in a place of honour on the master's 
table at every annual dinner. 
Overseas interest in handbells and 
carillons and the fact that so many 
British bells were damaged in the war 
keep Hughes very busy. Handbells are 
an art in their own right. Most are made 
in sets of twenty-five to sixty-one, beauti-
fully shaped and shining, their polished 
leather hand-grips rose-stamped for de-
coration. Each bell, like each church bell, 
is tuned to a different note. They are most 
popular in America, where Hughes now 
exports six times as many as he did 
before the war. 
Handbell ringing in America is allied 
to the church, and ringers play tunes. In 
England, just as with the big church bells, 
they ring only changes, the small bells 
endlessly arguing with each other just as 
the big ones do. "Handbells are twice as 
difficult as big bells to ring," Hughes told 
us, "the handbell ringer has two bells to 
worry about-one in each hand." In spite 
of this, it seems to act as a relaxation to 
church ringers. After pealing on the big 
bells for service, they often gather to-
gether in their local taverns, order them-
selves a glass of beer, and then start 
ringing the little ones. Old men with 
tough, work-scarred hands swing the tiny 
bells with delicate precision, tinkling the 
same intricate "scales" that they recently 
thundered out across the rooftops. 
Bell-ringing appeals to the Englishman's 
love of being an anonymous member of a 
good team. Young John Chilcott, when 
we asked him at St. Paul's, put it this 
way : "Bell-ringing can only be done as a 
team. Anyone who thinks he is an out-
standing performer is a menace to the 
band. Anyway, however much he tries, he 
can't show off his skill outside the ringing 
chamber. The man in the street below 
doesn't know or care who is ringing which 
bell.'' 
This passion for anonymity stopped us 
from identifying the ringers at a little 
country church in Sussex where we'd gone 
for evensong. We weren't allowed to 
enter the ringing chamber. All we could 
see as we crouched on the stairs, through 
the gap between the old wooden door and 
the well-worn stone step, were six pairs 
of feet, heels rising in rhythm. 
Few bell ringers, whether they go down 
to the service afterward or not, would 
disagree with the Provost of Guildford, 
when he told his ringers: "As the bells 
peal out you cannot help being trans-
ported, if you have imagination, above 
the personal level of things into a level of 
beauty which is eternal. You are ringing 
for the Glory of God." 
SNOWSCAPE 
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Now serried evergreens their ermine dress 
Against their fragrant shoulders closer press. 
Zig-zagging paths defile the virgin lanes. 
Mosaic incrustations cling to panes 
And fragile blue of frescoed sky is seen 
Imprisoned where the curling snowdrifts lean. 
An inundation of demanding jays 
Has chosen me its hostess these cold days, 
But raucous cries imply impatiently, 
The service most unsatisfactory. 
My pay- a flash of blue across the pane, 
Beyond the fence and o'er the drifting lane. 
ROSE WINTERS 
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Seascape 
What is an ocean? To us it is a 
broad highway carrying newsprint 
from our mills to our customers 
all over the world. In years to come 
the ocean highways will carry 
more and more newsprint. 
Today 40% of the world's population 
cannot read or write. Ten years 
from now this figure will be reduced to 
less than 30o/0 • This then is the 
market which must be served by the 
ocean highways. 
The present capacity of the 
newsprint industry is only a fraction of 
the total that will be required in the 
next decade. To help supply this huge 
requirement for newsprint, the 
Bowater Organization is constantly 
developing and expanding its 
production facilities in North America, 
Britain and Europe. 
Bowaters 
• 
THE BOWATER CORPORATION OF 
Mills at: Corner Brook, Newfoundland 
Liverpool, Nova Scotia • Calhoun, Tennessee 
A MEMBER OF THE BOWATER ORGANIZATION 
Specially illustrated for 
Bowaters by Tom Hodgson 
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''Gentlemen: These Fine Sites 
Are Handy to 
''YES, these and other tidewater and railhead sites are available 
here at low cost to you. Plus the advantages of our favorable 
tax payment plan, which assists new industries during their forma· 
tive years. 
"In addition, INDUSTRIAL ESTATES LIMITED, the new Provincial Crown 
Company, will build a modern plant to your specifications and at a 
low rental - with the option to buy at a future date. Or, assist you 
with YOUR OWN financing and building, as you may prefer. 
"Here, then, EVERYTHING is in favour of your choosing Halifax as the 
site of your new industry or branch warehouse. If you are interested, 
write or wire me for full particulars. Or better still, come in person . 
But don't decide on a location anywhere without first looking up the 
outstanding advantages of the Year-round Port of Halifax!" 
\ 
Yours sincerely, J 
~(;._. 
CHARLES A. VAUGHAN, 
MAYOR OF HALIFAX, 
City Hall, 
Halifax, Nova Scotia 
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HALI FAX DOCKY ARD-200 YEARS OLD 
0 N CROSSING THE Dartmouth-Halifax bridge and approaching the Halifax side, one is immed-
iately impressed by the sight of the ships 
of Her Majesty's Canadian Navy secured 
to the jetties in the Dockyard below. 
These are the dockyard facilities that 
kept Canadian, British and American 
warships fit for sea duty during two world 
wars. 
Two hundred years ago there was no 
bridge across this vast expanse of harbour. 
Halifax, born of war, was just a small 
collection of huts along the waterfront 
while Dartmouth only existed as a water 
lot for the Navy and as a frontier village 
for the ambitious few who were willing to 
risk the dangers of Indian attack. 
In 17 56 two rival colonial powers, 
France and England, stood side by side 
on the north-east coast of North America 
preparing for the last clash of arms that 
decided supremacy of North America. 
Louisbourg, gateway to the St. Lawrence, 
had been built in the early 1740's as a 
French fortress and naval base from 
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by Lieut. P. H. Watson, R.C.N. 
which to dispute the expanding influence 
of English power along the Atlantic sea-
board. As French privateer attacks on the 
New England coast multiplied, pressure 
was brought upon authorities in England 
to establish a base of operation in Nova 
Scotia from which French military and 
naval power might be opposed. This was 
done in 1749 with the founding of Halifax. 
By 1756 plans had been formulated for 
an attack on Louisbourg and in the spring 
and summer of 17 57 English men-of-war 
came to anchor in Bedford Basin. Com-
manded by Admirals Holburne and 
Hardy, these vessels required naval stores 
and the careening facilities of a dockyard. 
Fortunately, two years earlier, provision 
had been made for the stationing of a 
naval storekeeper at Halifax, at least 
during the summer months, and wharfage 
was temporarily rented so that small 
repairs could be made to H. M. ships. 
It was early fall before the fleet was 
ready to sail. Unfortunately, while off 
Louisbourg, Admiral Holburne's fleet was 
scattered and badly damaged by a hurri-
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cane, ending hopes for the capture of 
Louisbourg that year. The most badly 
damaged ships sailed for England to avoid 
further storms. Admiral Holburne, before 
proceeding to England, put into Halifax 
and left nine vessels to winter there under 
Lord Covill. 
Thus a hurricane indirectly resulted in 
the establishment of a permanent dock-
yard at Halifax. For the first time not just 
one ship but a fleet was left to winter at 
Halifax. It was, however, a damaged fleet 
that required docking facilities to repair 
vessels and make them ready for sea in 
preparation for a further attack on Louis-
bourg next spring. 
Admiral Boscawen and Major-General 
Amherst arrived in the early spring of 
1758 to find that Lord Covill had repaired 
his ships. Natural resources available had 
been found to do it- timber for spars and 
masts, tar and pitch for caulking material. 
Admiral Boscawen, possessing the eye of 
a sailor, recognized the advantages of 
Halifax as a location for a naval base with 
proper dockyard facilities. Negotiations 
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Your 
FIRST MOVE 
is to 
HALIFAX 
THE Atlantic all-year-round Port of Arrival which best covers 
the Hinterland of North America by 
AIR, WATER and RAIL. 
Halifax has a natural harbour with 
up-to-date facilities for volume traf -
f ic. You get complete coverage by 
rail and air to Montreal, Toronto, 
Detroit, Chicago and westward. A 
dual service is available from Hali-
£ ax to adjoining U.S.A. States in-
cluding such points as Boston and 
New York-Road Transport-( via 
MV Bluenose- Yarmouth, Canada 
to Bar Harbour, U.S.A. )-or by di-
rect steamer to both cities. 
RATES: 
Halifax to Western U.S.A. points 
-equal to Montreal rates. Also 
competitive with New York rates 
-and distances in some cases 
shorter. 
So for year round traffic, ship di-
rect to Halifax (or via Liverpool, 
England by Furness Withy Line 
at no extra cost). 
For import and export traffic be-
tween Canada and Europe, ship via 
Halifax. For road transport to or 
from U.S.A. for Maritime Provinces, 
ship via Common Carrier Service, 
Boston and Rockland Road Trans-
port, Boston-Yarmouth via M.V. 
Bluenose from Bar Harbour. For 
imports from U.S.A. to any part of 
Nova Scotia, consult us on our 
routing service to assure prompt de-
livery. 
Make Halifax your Canadian port 
of arrival and Canadian Customs 
clearing port. 
Consign to 
SEABOARD 
BROKERS 
HALIFAX, CANADA 
Reference 
The Royal Bank of Canada 
Member 
- Canadian International Freight 
Forwarders Assoc. 
- Customs Brokers and Forward-
ers of America Inc. 
- Dominion Customhouse Brokers 
Assoc. 
- F.I.A.T.A., Amsterdan1. 
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were entered into with Governor Lawrence 
to secure two lots on which to establish a 
careening wharf and storehouses to hold 
naval supplies deposited during the 
summer months. The Admiral's dispatches 
preserved in the Archives reveal that 
George's Island was considered as the 
most likely location but by the middle of 
August, 1758, the dockyard had been 
located approximately below the Dart-
mouth Bridge and a number of dockyard 
workers had been brought over from 
England to provide the necessary skilled 
men. In February, 1759, Governor Law-
rence formally turned over to the Navy 
the present site. 
What sort of work was carried on in 
the dockyard during the early days? 
Masts buffeted about by North Atlantic 
storms had to be replaced, sails had to be 
spread out on shore so that the sailmaker 
could make necessary repairs with his 
needle and thread; but by far the most 
difficult job was careening. Vessels had 
to be pulled over on their side so that the 
barnacles and other material accumulated 
through the long winter spent in southern 
waters might be removed. Many large 
timbers forming the hulls of these men-
of-war had sprung leaks and had to be 
replaced or caulked with tar and pitch. 
Careening was thus the most important 
activity carried out in the naval dockyards. 
The presence of the Dockyard and of 
the naval ships at Halifax did much to 
develop the economic and social life of 
the city. During the summer months large 
sums of money were spent by the sailors, 
who always had prize money jingling in 
their pockets. Local merchants secured 
dockyard contracts for the delivery of 
meat and vegetables, for masts, tar, tur-
pentine and for other typical naval sup-
plies. Many Haligonians were employed 
in the Dockyard as labourers. By 1819, 
the Admiral in charge of the North 
American Station had established a 
summer home in the now expanded Dock-
yard area. Here garden parties were held 
that attracted the social leaders of Halifax. 
One of the most popular men to work 
in the Dockyard was Provo F. Wallis, 
chief shipwright from 1790 to 1816. 
Famous for his ability to make vessels 
seaworthy, he gained further renown 
through his son whose name he placed 
on the books of the frigate L'Oiseau at 
the early age of six. In his early twenties, 
now a lieutenant, Provo Wallis Jr. took 
charge of the frigate Shannon when the 
Captain and First Lieutenant were 
severely wounded, and successfully cap-
tured and brought back to Halifax the 
U.S.S. Chesapeake in an engagement off 
Boston Harbour. Coming at the height of 
the War of 1812, this naval victory 
brought crowds to the Dockyard to 
watch the stirring sight of a young 
Haligonian win naval acclaim. 
At the height of the Napoleonic War 
over three hundred men were employed 
32 
in the Dockyard. On their retirement fron1 
the Dockyard, many skilled craftsmen 
received land grants and settled in Nova 
Scotia. 
Throughout the nineteenth century, 
although the number of ships that visited 
the Halifax station was reduced, the Dock-
yard continued to play an important part 
in the economy of the province. The 
annual food and timber contracts and, 
later, coal contracts, along with the pro-
tection offered to the Nova Scotian 
fisheries by naval vessels based at the 
Dockyard, made Nova Scotians aware of 
the importance of the Halifax Dockyard 
to the development of Nova Scotia. 
Halifax, Canada's oldest military and 
naval base, is a city grown accustomed to 
the pomp and ceremony attached to the 
visits of royal personages. Throughout 
many of these visits the Dockyard has 
done much to add colour to the festive 
scene. As early as 1786, Prince William, 
Queen Victoria's uncle, visited Halifax on 
board H.M.S. Pegasus. He was received 
at the Dockyard wharf with all the 
honours befitting a member of the royal 
family, ships were gaily decorated and the 
route that he followed from the Dock-
yard to Government House was lined by 
smartly dressed seamen. Each summer as 
Halifax celebrated her natal day ships 
anchored in Bedford Basin fired salutes 
while boat crews from these same ships 
enlivened tourist interest by competing in 
regattas held in the Basin. To mark 
Halifax's one hundred and fiftieth anni-
versary, a mock naval bombardment took 
place followed by naval marines storming 
Citadel Hill, defended by army units 
stationed there. 
The Halifax Dockyard is a notable 
landmark in Canadian history. Two 
hundred years old, it symbolizes the Royal 
Navy's role in the early development of 
Canada's oldest province and the ties 
between two great Navies that have 
defended Canada's east coast. 
Provo F. Wallis 
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INDUSTRIAL ESTATES 
LIMITED 
A Significant Agency 
for Atlantic Development 
O NE OF THE MOST significant developments of the past year has been the establishment in 
Nova Scotia of Industrial Estates Limited. 
The company was incorporated on 
September 25, 1957 with an authorized 
share capital of $10,000. 
The Province of Nova Scotia subscribed 
85 per cent of the capital and earmarked 
$12 million for use by the company in 
development of light or secondary in-
dustries in Nova Scotia. 
Industrial Estates Limited is a Crown 
company, operated on a non-profit basis, 
with the function of building for lease or 
sale factories for industrial purposes which 
are not competitive with any similar 
industry now existing or operating in 
Nova Scotia. 
It provides the necessary services such 
as power, water, sewage and roads, and 
will lend money for the purchase of 
factory machinery and equipment. 
Premier R. L. Stanfield has had a 
direct responsibility for the establishment 
of the company. He addressed the first 
meeting of the Board, and pledged his 
Government to do all in its power, as its 
determined policy, to encourage and 
stimulate the industrial development of 
the Province so as to provide the fullest 
measure of opportunity for its people. 
The Board is an impressive one, with 
Mr. H. L. Enman, Chairman of the Board 
of the Bank of Nova Scotia as its Chair-
man. Mr. Frank H. Sobey, head of the 
Maritime grocery chain, is President, and 
Mr. H. J. Egan, Secretary-Treasurer. The 
other directors are Messrs. D. F. Archi-
bald, T. H. Coffin, S. W. Kenney, C. 
LeCouteur, J. C. MacKeen, C. G. Mac-
Lennan~ Morley G. Taylor and Hon. E. 
A. Manson, Minister of Trade and Indus-
try, to whom the company reports. 
During 1958, Industrial Estates Limited 
have completed four contracts for the 
erection of plants:-
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I. The erection of a 25,000 sq. ft. plant 
for Weymouth Industries Limited 
at Weymouth. This plant has been 
completed. 
2. The completion of a 15,000 sq. ft. 
plant for Donato Faini & Figli 
(Canada) Ltd. at Stellarton, for the 
manufacture of textiles. 
3. A 55,000 sq. ft. plant now under 
construction for Cossor Canada 
Limited at Woodside, Dartmouth. 
4. Under construction a 24,000 sq. ft. 
plant at Woodside for Regent 
Aluminum Products (Maritimes) 
Ltd. 
On December 10, Mr. Fred L. Blair 
was appointed General Manager. 
Industrial development corporations 
organized on similar lines have been 
powerful factors in promoting industry in 
the New England states and in Britain. 
The shortage of capital and dearth of 
industry in the Atlantic Provinces make 
such a development of special importance 
to this area. The example of Nova Scotia 
is likely to be followed. 
Industrial Estates Ltd. has set up a 
special subsidiary company named the 
Springhill Development Corporation, to 
help promote new industry for stricken 
Springhill. 
The new corporation has been given an 
initial $1,000,000 in government funds for 
financing and establishing new industries 
in Springhill and adjacent areas. 
It has extended powers beyond those of 
the parent corporation, to invest in 
equities and buy securities, and to lend 
money for equipment with much more 
latitude. Another reason for creating the 
new corporation is to be able to apply 
special incentives for industry at Spring-
hill, which can create no precedent for 
other firms who may be in negotiation 
with Industrial Estates for locations 
elsewhere. 
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An Orchid 
lor the 
Advocate I 
EvER SINCE The Atlantic 
Advocate was first published 
in 1956, we have freely given 
our meed of praise for this 
periodical. 
For here at last is a fine 
magazine of us - for us -
and by us! . . . . Truly a 
worthy advocate of the aims 
and aspirations of the four 
Atlantic provinces! 
Consequently, we are glad to 
report that a number of our 
clients think likewise re-
garding The Advocate. 
Look up their ads as listed 
below: And then look up 
their fine products. 
Page 
Bollinger Produt·tions 46 
City of Halifax 30 
Foulis Engineering 50 
Halifax Shipyards 20 
Murphys Limited 46 
Palmer McLellan 54 
Seaboard Brokers 32 
WALLACE 
ADVERTISING 
LIMITED 
The Winged Word 
132-6 Roy Building, Halifax 
BRANCH OFFICES: 
Willis Building, Montreal 
Hermant Building, Toronto 
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The 
ELEVEN-STOREY .MOUNTAIN 
A New Capitol for Newfoundland 
St. John's Capitol 
St. John's next year will have 
its Capitol. It will be a monu-
mental structure built on a hill 
recalling the glories of Rome-not 
in an architectural sense but in the 
magnificence of its conception. It 
will be house of assembly and 
centre of government. It will 
contain the whole of the civil 
services; and it will be a place of 
pride for Newfoundlanders. There 
will be nothing like it in other 
provmces. 
* * * Light out of Darkness 
It was conceived in one of those 
flashes of inspiration that come 
from time to time to light the 
brain of man with sudden per-
ception. 
It was Joseph Smallwood's 
darkest hour, the day of mourning 
for his daughter-in-law, killed in 
a helicopter before his eyes. His 
son lay gravely injured. In an 
effort to distract him for awhile, 
friends begged him to go with 
them and walk on Signal Hill. 
* * * He stood there looking down at 
St. John's, as he had done count-
less times before. 
In a . flash he saw it, the raised 
mound in a clearing at the edge 
of the city. He seemed to see the 
great building set there as though 
natural law commanded it. 
Then and there the decision was 
made. The land was acquired. 
The great steel structure is going 
up. Next year, the tenth year of 
confederation for Canada's tenth 
province, will see the opening. It 
is to be paid for over twenty-five 
years-a new idea in government 
financing; and it is claimed by 
those who should know, that the 
savings by concentrating the 
government offices will go far to 
offset the annual payments. 
* * * Straws in the Wind 
We hope to publish an illus-
trated article by Michael Harring-
ton next month which will describe 
this bold new undertaking. 
from The Atlantic Advocate, 
December, 1958 
~ Here is the article. 
- The Editor. 
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by MICHAEL FRANCIS HARRINGTON 
FOR ALMOST A QUARTER of a century there has been in Newfoundland an obvious need for a central adminis-
trative headquarters to house the civil 
service. With the advent of the Com-
mission of Government in 1934 and the 
subsequent expansion of various depart-
ments the need became pressing; but 
there was no large building available, and 
during the 1930's the state of Newfound-
land's finances did not allow for such 
apparently grandiose schemes as pro-
viding one. 
The outbreak of war, although it 
coincided with unprecedented prosperity, 
brought conditjons and shortages that 
relegated such schemes to the background. 
The need was again recognized by Premier 
Joseph Smallwood, soon after Conf edera-
tion in 1949, as he and his ministers 
contemplated the problems and circum-
stances of the civil service "scattered 
throughout the capital city in fourteen 
buildings some of them two miles apart". 
None of these buildings is really suitable; 
some are very old, others are temporary 
wartime structures; there is even a con-
verted clothing factory among them, and 
a former bottling plant. 
The matter was brought into focus 
again in the middle 1950's by the Prov-
incial Royal Commission appointed by 
the Newfoundland Government to in-
vestigate the island's finances and prepare 
a case for submission to the Royal Com-
mission to be appointed by the Federal 
Government under Term 29 of the Terms 
of Union of Newfoundland with Canada. 
The Newfoundland Commission, in its 
voluminous report, emphasized the urgent 
need for such a building. 
There the matter rested until about a 
year and a half ago when the idea was 
given fresh impetus by the recommend-
ation of George Whitney Limited, 
Kitchener, Ont., who conducted the 
original survey, that the Government 
might acquire such a building under a 
"buy-back" scheme, in much the same 
fashion as most homebuilders today 
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finance their houses on a long-term 
mortgage arrangement. A few months 
later the Provincial Government entered 
into an agreement with a large American 
firm, Hanson and Hanson of New Jersey, 
to erect a central administration building 
of large proportions in the northern 
suburbs of St. John's. 
At the time the proposal was made 
public, Premier Smallwood declared that 
while the Newfoundland Government 
was the first in Canada to erect a building 
like this on a "buy-back" basis, the plan 
was being used extensively by many large 
Canadian and American private enter-
prises. Furthermore, he added, the United 
States Government had arranged to have 
no less than two thousand buildings 
constructed under such a financing 
arrangement since 1953. 
In brief, the government's arrangement 
with Whitney-Hanson, Limited, a Can-
adian company being a combination of 
George Whitney Limited and Hanson and 
Hanson, Incorporated, calls for an eight-
million-dollar building to be paid for in 
semi-annual instalments of $300,000 over 
a twenty-five-year period. Its total cost 
to the treasury will be around $15 million, 
but Premier Smallwood has stated it will 
be cheaper than if the Government were 
to float a loan for the same purpose, and 
call for tenders for different parts of the 
work, with cost of labour and materials 
rising all the while, not to mention 
interest on the loan. Commenting on the 
plan the St. John's Daily News, in an 
editorial, described it as "an ingenious, 
convenient and useful means of providing 
new and essential capital requirements 
that might otherwise have to be deferred 
if this financing plan were not available." 
Speaking at the ceremony of turning 
the first sod on June 11, 1958, the Premier 
hinted at the shape of things to come when 
he said he hoped that Whitney-Hanson 
would be prepared next to consider a 
similar scheme involving the erection of 
the new Memorial University buildings 
to be located on Elizabeth Avenue, about 
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An architect's sketch of the Confederation Building 
a mile west of the government building 
site. 
Since the sod was turned, progress has 
been rapid and already a giant steel 
skeleton criss-crosses the sky above the 
northern suburbs. The design of the 
building is T-shaped, with the cross-bar 
of the T facing roughly southeast, or in 
the general direction of the harbour and 
the Narrows of St. John's. The building 
has a frontage of six hundred feet. The 
north-west wing is two hundred feet long 
and two storeys high. The main portion 
of the building will rise to five storeys, 
culminating in a central tower soaring 
another six storeys. This central tower, 
180 feet high, will be topped by a shaft 
in which a light will burn perpetually. The 
top of this eleven-storey mountain will be 
420 feet above sea-level and the light will 
be seen for miles in every direction. The 
building will have no basement. The 
heating plant and other facilities are 
placed in a contiguous structure at the 
rear of the main building. 
Present plans call for the building to 
house the entire provincial civil service 
in all departments, including the various 
agencies and boards that come under 
their aegis. Approximately one thousand 
people will be assembled under its roof 
during the average working day, and a 
parking lot taking up to 350 cars, will be 
provided for them and the many visitors 
whose business will bring them to the 
government building. There is provision 
in the plans for extension and expansion 
of each department as the need arises. 
To acc<:">mmodate workers, many of 
whom-especially in winter- will be un-
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able to commute to lunch, a cafeteria will 
be provided with seating accommodation 
for 250. There will be several conference 
rooms for meetings of such agencies as 
the Workmen's Compensation Board, 
St. John's Housing Corporation, Labour 
Relations Board, Public Utilities Com-
mission, Fisheries Development Author-
ity, and the like. For larger conferences, 
such as the recent provincial conference 
on education, there will be an auditorium 
with seating capacity for 300. The 
auditorium will be located near the De-
partment of Education and will have 
projection booths and all facilities for use 
by the audio-visual branch of that 
department. 
The central · portion of the building is 
intended to be something of a show-place. 
The building itself will be known as 
"Confederation Building" and the tower 
is meant to be a monument to the historic 
event of Newfoundland's union with 
Canada. It is proposed to move the New-
foundland Legislature from its present 
location in the century-old Colonial 
Building on Military Road, and have it 
meet in a new House of Assembly in the 
upper storeys of the tower. The coat of 
arms of the province will be affixed to the 
facade of the tower in that vicinity. 
Offices for the Premier, the Cabinet, the 
Speaker, Leader of the Opposition, 
members' rooms and other offices will be 
located in this section. 
The area where the building is located 
is bounded on the north by the Higgins 
Line, named for a famous Newfoundland 
politician, Hon. W. J. Higgins, later a 
Justice of the Supreme Court of New-
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foundland; on the east by Kent's Pond, 
named after another well-known poli-
tician, Hon. W. J. Kent, who was also a 
judge of the Supreme Court; on the south 
by Churchill Park, the new, modern 
housing area developed since the war and 
named after the great British statesman, 
the Rt. Hon. Sir Winston Churchill; on 
the west by Long Pond. Through Chur-
chill Park runs Elizabeth A venue, named 
in honour of Her Majesty Queen Eliza-
beth II. The land was purchased from the 
Church of England orphanage for half a 
million dollars. 
[f this is not history enough, then there 
is the fact that the building will look down 
on the property known as "Rostellan". 
Formerly called "The Billies", this was 
the location of the original farm cleared 
in the early 19th century by the great 
Newfoundland patriot, the Scottish-born 
medical doctor William Carson. Carson 
was instrumental in bringing about many 
reforms in the harsh political and social 
system that existed in Newfoundland in 
the early 1800's, and led the movement 
which succeeded in having representative 
government granted in 1832, and respons-
ible government in 1855. Three years ago 
the Newfoundland government erected a 
$200,000 fountain, its soaring sprays 
illuminated by multi-coloured lights, in 
front of the Colonial Building, to com-
memorate the centenary of responsible 
government. It has been suggested that 
the fountain, which is out of proportion 
in its present location, should be moved 
to the site of the new administration 
building, where its fairyland appearance 
could be seen to best advantage. 
JANUARY, 1959 
His is not to wonder why ~ 
His is but to find and buy 
He who sticks to shopping list 
Is most likely to be kissed 
-o- 'Course, in this case, men agree 
Red Rose is mighty good tea! 
RED ROSE 
Blended and packaged in the Maritimes by Maritimers. 
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On June 1 J, 1958, Premier S1nallwood turned the first sod for construction of the Confederation Building. Shown abol'e !~ft 
to right during the ceremony, are: Bill Callaghan,· Hon. J. R. Chalker. Minister of Public Works; Hon. W. J. Keough, Minister 
of Mines and Resources,· Ray Manning, Deputy Minister of Public Works,· Premier Smallwood; Hon. J. W. Pickersgill, 
Member of Par!ia1nent for Bonavista-Twillingate,· Charles R. Granger, Member of Parliament for Grand Falls-White Bay-
Labrador,· Hon. Leslie R. Curtis, Q.C., Attorney General,· Mr. G. Whitney, representing Whitney-Hanson; Hon. F. W. Rowe, 
Minister of Education; Edward Molloy, building superintendent, Department of Public Works. 
Unquestionably the colourful fountain 
would fit in with the plan for the land-
scaping and beautification of the ninety 
acres of land that comprise the site of the 
Confederation Building. The main access 
roads and the parking lot will be paved; 
and trees, shrubs and flowers will be 
planted to transform the site into a veri-
table park, made all the more attractive 
by the towering building on its command-
ing site, its light-buff-coloured brick 
making an effective contrast amid the 
greenery. The main lobby, approached by 
an immense flight of granite steps, will 
take in two floors in height, and include 
a mezzanine in which will be displayed 
models of some of the most important 
and historic forts that defended St. John's 
in the 17th and 19th centuries. Constructed 
in plastic by an expert, the forts will be 
built on the scale of one-eighth of an inch 
to a foot. 
The building and its site will be a show-
place and a historical monument, but 
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that is a secondary consideration. While 
the reversal of the decentralization trend 
will bring its own problems, these will be 
far outweighed by the advantages. It is 
estimated that the building will save the 
government no less than a quarter of a 
million dollars annually in cleaning costs, 
light, telephones, heat, messenger services 
and so forth. Other economies will be 
effected by such conveniences as a central 
mailing, blueprinting and photographic 
section. On the credit side of the ledger, 
too, must be noted the time-wasting and 
inconvenience that will be avoided by 
ministers, their deputies, and other 
government officials now constantly on 
the move between buildings for meetings 
and discussions. 
This year marks the tenth anniversary 
of Newfoundland's entry into Confedera-
tion, but the new building being erected 
to commemorate the event will not be 
ready for occupancy before 1960. Some 
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idea of the tremendous task involved can 
be had from the following statistics: one 
hundred thousand cubic yards of earth 
n1oved or excavated at the site; 1,700 tons 
of structural steel to be erected into the 
massive framework; 429,000 concrete 
bricks encasing the structure to serve as 
backing for 600,000 light-buff clay facing 
bricks; 226,000 concrete blocks in the 
base and other parts of the edifice, the 
floor area of which will be 280,000 square 
feet. A. J. C. Paine, Lawson, Betts and 
Cash of Montreal are the architects. Mr. 
Paine is a former Newfoundlander who 
has made a great name in the architectural 
field. Newfoundland Engineering and 
Construction Company Limited built the 
foundation, and the Dominion Bridge 
Company Limited is erecting the steel-
work. The work is under the general 
supervision of the Provincial Department 
of Public Works, headed by Hon. James 
R. Chalker, minister, and Ray Manning, 
deputy-minister. 
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The job keeps getting bigger 
Demand for Canada's forest products grows steadily. 
But the logging machines keep pace. 
By 1980, according to the recent report of Canada's 
Gordon Commission, the demand for Canadian 
forest products will be twice what it was in 1955. 
Powerful and versatile machines will be required 
to meet the increasing demand. 
The operation pictured above is an example 
of modern machinery in action. This CAT* D6 
Tractor-equipped with No. 6A Bulldozer and 
rear-mounted "Johnson's Skidder"-does a va-
riety of tasks quickly and economically for pulp-
wood logging contractor Dick Takenaka near 
Beardmore, Ontario. 
During a ten-hour day, the D6 skids 80 to 100 
cords of 8-f oot jack pine and black spruce logs 
from the cutting strip to the river dump. In addi-
tion, it builds truck haul roads and 'dozes them 
clear of snow. And this work goes on under rugged 
conditions-rough to swampy terrain, heavy snow, 
and temperatures down to 40 below. 
No wonder Mr. Takenaka says: "The D6 with 
these attachments is without rival for the tough 
job in the woods." 
That's the kind of praise that Caterpillar-built 
equipment wins wherever there are really tough 
jobs to do, everywhere in Canada. When the task 
means progress-new and bigger production de-
mands to be met-these familiar yellow machines 
are dependable partners. 
CATERPILLAR* 
*Caterpillar and Cat are Registered Trademarks of Caterpillar Tractor Co. 
TRACTORS & EQUIPMENT LTD. A. PICKARD MACHINERY LTD. 
FREDERICTON 
NEW BRUNSWICK 
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Turnabout 
the Archie 
heavyweight 
last month. 
back in the 
on the canvas was the keynote of 
Moore-Yvon Dure/le world light 
championship fight in Montreal 
Above, Moore sprawls on his 
first round of the exciting bout, 
which spurred hopes for Durelle fans. Below, 
however, referee Jack Sharkey counts for the 
knockout that cost Durelle the fight 1n the 
eleventh round. 
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Rev. H. M. DeWolfe, pastor of the First Baptist Church in Halifax, at his desk in his 
church study 
FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH in Halifax wanted to have a house of worship which should be a thing of beauty 
dedicated to God. The congregation also 
wished to have a "church home" that 
would be a really adequate centre for the 
people to whom their church must be not 
only a place for worship on Sundays, but 
a real focus of activity in their lives all the 
seven days of the week. 
These needs have both been met. The 
church is architecturally beautiful. Behind 
it is a building in matching masonry, 
almost as spacious as the church itself. 
It is called the Christian Education Wing. 
This centre provides for very many 
congregational needs. It houses under one 
roof the church offices, the minister's 
study, a church parlour, and numerous 
class and choir rooms, and kitchens. In 
the basement there is a "rumpus room" 
where youth groups can enjoy social 
contact in many activities. There is a 
''creche''-its walls lined with shelves for 
toys and diminutive coat-racks- where 
the toddlers may be left under voluntary 
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superv1s1on during Sunday service or 
week-day group meeting attended by the 
parents. There is a special room equipped 
for storage and care of the communion 
service. 
Lack of accommodation can never be 
held an adequate excuse for failure to take 
part in worship and congregational life. 
A big congregation makes full use of the 
available facilities. The membership roll 
has about 800 names on it. In addition 
there are a hundred or more fellowship 
members, not adherents to the full Baptist 
faith but warmly welcomed as associates. 
" We make no effort to change their 
religion," says the minister, the Rev. H. 
M. DeWolfe. "We gladly accept their 
services just as they, in turn, accept our 
efforts." 
In all the congregation includes more 
than 500 families, making a total of about 
1,600 persons under parochial care. 
"First Baptist" needs space, then, and 
it uses it. There are two choirs and a well-
organized Sunday school with an enrol-
ment of about 300. Societies for young 
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Seven-Days' 
Wonder 
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by 
E. G. L. WETMORE 
people are C. G. I. T. , Boy Scouts, 
Wolf Cubs, Brownies, Explorers. The 
adults have their Men's Institute, Women's 
Auxiliary, young married couples' clubs, 
and no fewer than seven Women's Mis-
sionary Society groups. The strong desire 
of the congregation to assist its young 
people to form close links with the church 
at an early age and maintain these ties 
through the formative years is shown by 
the fact that the staff includes a director 
of Christian education, Miss Marjorie 
McBride. 
As the minister points out, this is a 
new building, and the full effects of the 
facilities will not be truly apparent until 
more time elapses. However, he does feel 
that "addition of this wing has assured 
the future of the life of the congregation." 
Within its walls facilities are provided to 
meet the needs of all age groups. In the 
Sunday School in particular there is now, 
with the setup adopted, a means to main-
tain training of children on religious 
matters comparable to the training pro-
vided in general education in the public 
schools, he says. 
"Certainly our people are making real 
use of the facilities provided in our new 
wing", Mr. De Wolfe says, and adds that 
the people are obviously proud of having 
provided such an environment for the 
varied congregational life now possible on 
an expanded scale. Since the addition 
there has been evidence of "a greatly 
increased participation in lay leadership", 
though, with the desire to increase the 
scope of works undertaken, "there is 
ample room for more to fill their places in 
this respect. '' 
The present First Baptist church was 
completed and dedicated in 1950, re-
placing one destroyed by fire in 1942. 
The history of the congregation goes 
back to a secession from an Anglican 
congregation early in the nineteenth 
century. The people of St. Paul's split over 
the appointment of a new rector, and a 
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Above, left, is the First Baptist Church on Oxford Street in Halifax. This view shows the extension at the rear 
of the church which serves as a community centre for members of the congregation. Right, above, members of 
the junior choir mill about in the girls' choir room following a church service. At left, below, Percy Burgoyne, 
left, the choir director, passes out sheets of music to senior choir members in the men's choir room. Below, at 
right, is a view of the nave and chancel of the church, looking from the back of the east gallery. The pulpit is 
at left and the lectern, at right. Beyond are the choir stalls, and in the rear centre is the communion table and 
reredos of matching wood carving. The handsome stained-glass window follows the theme of "The Good 
Shepherd." 
The kindergarten department of the Sunday School is well supplied to keep the youngsters 
entertained on Sunday morning. 
large, influential group left and built a 
chapel of their own on Granville Street. 
That was in 1825. In time some of them 
went back, but the majority of the seceding 
members established a new congregation 
that became the First Baptist Church on 
September 30, 1827. They bought the 
chapel for £850, though it had cost 
originally £2,250 when built. In the l 880's 
a larger and more modern church proved 
necessary and a move was made, during 
the ministry of the Rev. E. M. Saunders, 
to the site on Spring Garden Road at 
Queen Street, where a fine brick church 
was built. 
When the fire occured in 1942 and the 
old building on Spring Garden Road was 
totally destroyed, over $160,000 was then 
available from insurance. There was a 
general feeling within the congregation 
that in rebuilding there should be shift 
from a down-town location to a residential 
area, preferably in the south-west end of 
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the city. It was then accepted as an aim 
that a church of real beauty should be 
built and associated with it a Christian 
Education Centre that could better meet 
the needs of expanded congregational 
work than the hall which had been lost to 
the flames. 
In the meantime efforts went ahead to 
secure funds to augment the insurance 
payment, which was expanded by interest, 
and the $25,000 realized from sale of the 
Spring Garden Road and Queen Street 
church site, where the fire had occurred. 
Selection of a new site was keenly debated, 
but this problem was finally settled with 
agreement within the congregation. 
A site on the west side of Oxford Street, 
directly opposite Dalhousie University, 
was chosen, and church architects Bruce, 
Brown and Brisley of Toronto retained. 
This firm of architects guided the congre-
gation in the type of structure to be built. 
It was finally decided to build in ironstone, 
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which is abundant on the west side of the 
Northwest Arm and close to Halifax. 
At the time it was felt the cost of build-
ing both church and contemplated Christ-
ian Education Wing as a complete unit 
was beyond the means of the congregation. 
It was decided to proceed with erection of 
the church first and the spacious wing, 
which has since become a reality, at a 
later date when finances would permit. 
The church was fully paid for by 1953. 
With its massive square tower, the new 
church is a landmark on the western slope 
of Halifax. It is built of ironstone, in 
various colours blended, with trim of 
Wallace cut stone, making a structure of 
impressive and well-proportioned beauty. 
The same style has been used in the 
Christian Education Wing, to such effect 
that the two buildings form a harmonious 
unified whole. 
Inside the church, the nave is of im-
pressive height, with tall piers of English 
Bath stone. Wooden arched ribs support 
the steeply sloping timbered roof. The 
chancel has pulpit and lectern, choir stalls, 
oak communion table, reredos and stone 
baptistry. Before the reredos a simple 
cross of brass stands out in re1ief. There 
is a fine memorial window and the side 
and nave windows use various tints of 
amber glass to give a warmth of natural 
illumination. 
The beautiful stained glass window in 
the chancel adds much to the impressive-
ness of the church's interior. This was 
given "anonymously" by the late Frank 
A. Nightingale, C.A., an active member of 
the congregation, and the order placed 
some time in advance of his death. En-
tirely modest, he desired that its source 
should not be revealed. However, his un-
fortunate death occurred before the 
window was completed a short time ago. 
It was felt that his quietly-bestowed gift 
then might fittingly be attributed to him 
and that it could accordingly stand as a 
memorial to his works and love of his 
church. 
The First Baptist Church has been 
fortunate in a succession of strong 
spiritual leaders and pastors of vision. 
The Rev. Harvey Denton was the minister 
of First Baptist from 1941 to 1952. 
Throughout the period of fire and re-
building his wisdom and enthusiasm 
inspired his congregation. The present 
minister is the Rev. H. M. DeWolfe, a 
native of Albert County in New Bruns-
wick, and a graduate of Acadia University. 
His father before him, the Rev. H. W. 
DeWolfe, was a well-known minister. 
Worship, it is true, can be as sincere 
within the wooden walJs of a little church 
at a rural crossroads. There is there an 
equally heartfelt "giving". But in such 
environment as this great stone building 
worship affords an opportunity for accept-
ance of added spiritual richness, to the 
Baptist and equally to those professing 
other faiths who enter here. 
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Above IS the creche where toddlers can he entertained while parents 
men1bers of the senior choir gathered in the 
attend church services. 
women's choir room. 
Below are happy 
Pretty Gail Robison and her father, Gilbert Robison , Harvey Station, N.B., above, display some of the many trophies won by their 
fine herd of Jersey cattle. "Ca1npburn Major Caron1" , bred and raised by Mr. Robison, was grand champion Jersey bull at the 
Royal Winter Fair in Toronto. Below, an attendant holds "Glengarry Pansy's Burton", first prize n1ature Ayrshire bull, senior and 
grand champion, of Col. S. C. Gland's Lindwood Farms in Middle Sackville , N.S. Col. Gland's Ayrshire herd took three first prizes 
and placed high in seven other classes . 
. ::;l\t>?~: 
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Above is the winner of the second prize for senior calf and reserve junior champion, also 
from the T~indwood Farms' herd. Maritime herds. includinJ? Cvrus S. Eaton's Shorthorns from 
Upper Blandford, N.S., Jerseys from Mrs. Margaret Norrie's Fundy Jersey Farm, Truro, and 
Holsteins from Harding Brothers' farm in Sussex, N.B., placed high in about fifty classes 
in the Royal Winter Fair. Below is the Lindwood Farms' Ayrshire which took first prize for a 
cow ten years and over. 
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KNOWLEDGE CHARACTER LEADERSHIP 
Directed by the Jesuit Fathers 
Degrees in Arts, Commerce, Science, Social Work, Educatio11 
Diplomas in Engineering, Journalism, Pre-Law, Pre-Medicine, 
Pre-Dentistry, Pre-Pharmacy 
-Modern residence facilities for men 
-Complete athletic program 
-Evening and summer sessions 
-Graduate placement department 
-Scholarships and bursaries 
-Annual tuition and residence ap-
proximately $800.00 
For information write: 
The Registrar 
Saint Mary's University 
Halifax, Nova Scotia 
Our new studio shown above was built to further facilitate the production 
of TV live and animated commercial films. The success of commercials we 
have produced for many Maritime firms, (used locally and in the larger 
cities) only emphasizes the fact that Maritime products can equal or excel 
through personal attention those products produced elsewhere at mu<'h 
higher costs. 
Sample reels of commercials sent upon request, show live-live plus ani-
mation or puppets and fully animated films with typical production costs. 
Phone or write for estimates and further details. 
BOLLINGER PRODUCTIONS 
26 Blowers Street HALIFAX, N.S. Telephone 3-7990 
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you will look 
smart in a 
MATCHED 
SET 
~~--~----------~ 
Stylishly cut of imported 
drill in all the latest shades 
these M u r p h y Sanforized 
Matched Sets are right on 
the job for work or play. 
Get your size from the near-
est Murphy Dealer. 
MURPHY'S LIMITED, HALIFAX 
MOUNT 
SAINT 
VINCENT 
COLLEGE 
LIBERAL ARTS COLLEGE FOR w OMEN 
conducted by the Sisters of Charity. 
Fully accredited. Master's Degree in 
Arts and Education. Bachelor's De-
gree in Arts, Science, Education, 
Home Economics, Secretarial Stud-
ies, Music, Nursing and Radiologic 
Technology. Diplomas in Journalism, 
Education and Secretarial Studies. 
Extension Courses. Summer Sessions. 
Modern Residence facilities. Exten-
sive campus. Moderate fees. 
Write the Registrar: 
MOUNT SAINT 
VINCENT COLLEGE 
HALIFAX, NOV A SCOTIA 
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A TOAST TO TORONTO 
Any well-schooled Torontonian knows 
his city is bounded on the east by Leaside, 
on the north by Georgian Bay, west by 
Stratford and south by Cuba. 
And any man of letters knows there's 
really nothing east of Toronto except 
perhaps the sun, and that's there only 
temporarily-en route to the Queen City. 
To all of this we object! There really is 
something east of Eden-the Atlantic 
Provinces. This may be something of a 
surprise, but it has been verified by many 
anthropological expeditions out of To-
tonto-when small groups and individuals 
venture into "the wilderness" to observe 
at close, but safe, distance, the customs of 
the natives. 
Our Toronto cousins are often surprised 
to find that we live in houses. They're 
frame houses, we grant you, and not 
masonry, but with a Maritimer's inherent 
practicality, we've chosen wood for cons-
truction material as a matter of con-
venience. 
Maritimers enjoy the advantage of not 
having to spend hours out of every day 
travelling to and from work. Our work is 
usually near by, since the cities are small 
and the towns are smaller. It's more con-
venient that way, we find. 
With our travelling time saved, it 
means more hours a day at home with 
family, and that's vitally important too, 
if one is "training up a child". We don't 
have much juvenile delinquency here, 
which speaks well for our way of life. 
We're just about the last stronghold of 
family life, too. We have that feeling of 
"togetherness". This isn't a fad with 
Maritimers, it's just a way of life. We 
actually still discipline our children, and 
insist that they learn something other 
than football in the schools. It's better 
that way, because when we export brains, 
we want them to uphold the Maritime 
tradition of getting to the top of the heap. 
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Maritimers accept television for what 
it's worth. We still have the courage to 
face an evening of conversation. "Toasted 
cheese hath no master." 
Quaint little habits, what? But in our 
culture we still have the components of the 
"gentle art of solid conversation" group. 
The Maritimers left in the Maritimes, 
contrary to popular belief, are not here 
because they're afraid to accept the 
challenge of big-city life and competition. 
It's because we have chosen a pace and 
setting we think best-the type we like. 
We have always been able to accept any 
challenge anyone may wish to throw 
down-and "God willing and a fair wind" 
we'll always be able to! 
We're here because we like it, and 
because we feel there's work to do. For 
years we've been exporting excess brains, 
but especially since the war many of the 
best brains have been staying home. If 
you haven't noticed this, Toronto, you 
haven't been paying attention! 
And Maritimers work hard, too. Con-
trary to a popular misconception, we 
work very hard at our jobs, and one hard-
working Maritimer can probably accom-
plish more in a day than any ten of 
Toronto's "hard sell" boys who spend 
most of their working hours thinking up 
reasons to justify their existence-"busi-
nesswise", that is. 
We are not swathed in fish-nets- we 
don't all clump around in oilskins and 
rubber boots- we aren't all gnarled and 
weatherbeaten "characters" from Nep-
tune's school- and we don't hum "The 
Squid-Jiggin' Grounds" under our breath, 
although most of us do know the words! 
Heim creations are available in our 
shops-as are designs by Schiaparelli and 
Normal Hartnell-and we buy them, too. 
We do dress more casually, that's true, 
because it suits a casual way of life. Our 
men don't wear velvet trousers, desert 
boots and berets. They choose ordinary 
brogues (made in the Maritimes, and 
excellent, too), conservative suits and 
hats. Granted, Maritime men have an 
aversion to shining their shoes and 
pressing their trousers, but we love 'em 
for it! Actually, Maritime men dress as 
if they have other, more interesting 
things on which to spend their money. We 
leave any extreme concern for style to 
our women. 
Our daily menus are just as exciting as 
they are anywhere else in Canada. It was 
just last week that we missed having cod-
fish for a meal. Instead we had a zipping 
good feed of tongues and sounds, samphire 
greens, blueberry bangbelly and espresso 
coffee! 
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The theatre? It is rather lacking, we 
admit this. But the way we arrange it 
seems to work out quite well. Many of 
our people interested in "theatre" travel 
to New York for a couple of weeks of 
seeing plays each season. And this is 
strictly a matter of values. 
We actually know a woman who quietly 
peddles fish at the open-stalls market-
complete with shawl on head. A quaint 
picture, like something out of Dickens. 
She's a real Maritimer, that girl, even 
when she's spending the winter under the 
warm sun in Florida. 
Visitors have observed a lack of flower 
gardens in front of our little frame houses. 
Perhaps we have gardens at the back of 
the houses- for cutting purposes, rather 
than for show. Again, it's simply a matter 
of values. Or perhaps most of the people 
have moved to their summer cottages and 
concentrate on having gardens there 
instead of in town. 
As for slums-we don't have very 
many, really. But those we do have are 
more elegant and more genteel than 
Toronto's. They have character and 
integrity. 
Psychiatrists aren't clustered here in 
great numbers-if we're ''disturbed'' then 
it's a common status, so nobody notices 
it much. The few psychiatrists we do have 
are probably kept in practice by post-
Toronto cases returning from the battle. 
If we're the "strong, silent types", 
forgive us for not having developed a 
nervous line of patter. And forgive us, 
too, for not breaking our backs to "take 
up the Challenge" of life in Toronto. We 
stay here to "live"-rather than to try to 
"exist" in the chaos. And forgive us, too, 
if we sometimes wonder why the people 
in Toronto don't take up the challenge of 
the really big time in New York, instead 
of huddling in a second-line retreat. No 
hard feelings, now, just a gentle reminder! 
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SHIP ANYTHING ••• ANYWHERE •.. IN BATHURST CONTAINERS 
What'll you have in containers today? 
Corrugated? Wood/ wirebound? 
Combination wood-and-corrugated? 
Bathurst is the only Canadian 
company that makes them all; one or 
another will economically meet almost 
any shipping need you have. So ... 
take your pick! Remember, Bathurst 
operates six corrugated and two 
wood/wirebound box plants 
strategically located to serve 
Canada's central and eastern 
markets quickly and efficiently • 
BATHURST CONTAINER 
LIMITED 
A Division of Bathurst Power & Paper Co1npa11y Limited 
PAPERBOARD AND PULP MILLS - BATHURST, NEW BRUNSWICK 
CONTAINER SALES OFFICES: ST. LAURENT, QUE. TORONTO HAMIL TON 
1 035 Hodge St. 1000 Gerrard St. E. Covell Ave. 
Riverside 4·6461 HOward 1-9494 liberty 4-2846 
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ST. BONIFACE, MAN. 
825 Marion St. 
CHapel 7-1196 
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Emmeline's 
Own 
by GRACE TOMKI NSON 
EMMELINE TOOK THE last clothespin from her mouth, fixed it in the long, writhing line of clothes and stepped 
back to enjoy the effect. The fact that it 
was after one took the edge off her pride. 
Before she had had Jennie's three to 
wash for she had always been through by 
eleven. She paused to straighten out a 
pink gingham apron twisting in the wind 
and shake out the wrinkles already 
freezing in a little skirt. Sometimes it 
seemed that her pleasure in the pretty 
little garments of her sister's orphaned 
family almost equalled her love for the 
children themselves. 
She turned before going in, for a look 
at her window. The bare ugliness of 
the frame house clinging to the wind-
swept hilltop, the monotony of the long 
winter closing in, all that was distasteful 
in her life, slipped away in her contempla-
tion of that blazing mass of colour in her 
south window. People up and down the 
Portage spoke of her way with flowers 
and slowed up their horses, driving past, 
to admire her house-plants. Other women 
were satisfied with a few geraniums but 
she had a dozen different varieties. Tired 
as she was now, her lips curved content-
edly in the assurance that they were all 
striving to do her credit. 
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It could have been tragic for a woman 
like Emmeline to find herself planted by 
fate on that bleak North Shore, where 
Nature's best efforts are expended on 
bold, wild strokes of sea, cliffs and 
granite boulders, with nothing left for 
the more cultivated forms of beauty her 
soul craved. She would have delighted in 
a tidy bungalow in some geometrically 
planned inland town, with rhododendrons, 
azaleas and a rambler rose on a trellis, or 
other exotic flowers from the seed cata-
logues-plants that could never survive a 
winter on the Portage. But the dazzling 
white of ice-cakes floating on the blue 
water of the Strait or mountains of spray 
tossing magnificently against the rocky 
shore left her quite cold. 
Being a resourceful person she found 
compensations. Though the summer was 
too short to coax as much beauty as she 
wished from the sandy soil, she had her 
lilac bushes and sweet-syringas, and hardy 
blooms like nasturtiums, sweet peas and 
bleeding heart (well enclosed to keep out 
the chickens). And all year round she 
had her house plants. Five years ago, 
when they had taken chubby little Amos 
from the Home in Saint John, he had 
seemed to satisfy her love of beauty as 
well as her frustrated maternal instinct. 
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He had somehow outgrown his good 
looks but since Jennie had gone, her 
little ones, with their fair skins and 
delicate f ea tu res, had given her even more 
gratification. 
She stood a moment, her shabby gray 
sweater clutched about her, and looked 
down the hill. The steep road climbing 
past the house was once, she had heard, 
a well-travelled portage for the early 
Acadian settlers, between the Strait and 
the Bay of Fundy. Now that it was a 
mixed community of French and English, 
no one could remember that far back, 
and any importance the road might have 
had was gone. Today one lone, bent 
figure trudged up through the snow. 
Emmeline put her clothes-basket down 
on the sea weed banking laid around the 
house to keep out the frost, and went to 
meet it. 
"Why, Aunt Lizzie!" she scolded kindly. 
"You'd oughta waited till some time Joe 
was coming by and boned him for a 
ride." 
The dried-up, little, old woman, with a 
complexion like a winter russet, was 
breathless from her climb. Emmeline led 
her to the back door. The front entrance, 
on the Portage, was sacred to big events 
like weddings, funerals and pie sociables. 
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MECHANICAL 
and 
ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT 
for 
ALL TYPES 
OF INDUSTRIES 
Including: -------
STEEL MINING CONSTRUCTION 
PULP & PAPER · FISHING · LUMBERING 
WOODWORKING 
MANUFACTURING 
SHIPBUILDING 
PUBLIC UTILITIES 
ENGINEERING SALES LIMITED FOUL IS 
FOULIS & BENNETT ELECTRIC LIMITED 
HALIFAX, N .S. 
ST. JOHN'S, NFLD. SYDNEY, N.S. FREDERICTON, N.B. 
JENKINS 
BONELESS CHICKEN 
A Quality Product of the Atlantic Provinces 
JENKINS BROS. LIMITED 
SUMMERSIDE 
-
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
SALES 
Wheel Cha1i rs 
Invalid Walkers 
Crutches - Canes 
Patient Lifters 
Hospital Beds 
RENTALS 
DRUGS - SURGICAL SUPPLIES 
WASSONS 
DRUG STORE 
Saint John, N ew Brunswick 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
Capital Brand Food Products 
from Eastern Canada's most 
modern farmer-owned 
processing plant 
P.O. Box 145 Barker Street 
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When she had seated her by the kitchen 
stove with her feet comfortably in the 
oven, she began clearing up the room with 
quick, nervous movements. 
"I never even got the dinner dishes 
done," she apologized. "I had a time 
getting the baby to sleep." 
The old woman's eyes were busy . 
. 
Emmeline's home at its worst was pleasant 
to see. There were no fine houses on the 
Portage but hers was regarded as partic-
ularly well "fixed up". She had crocheted 
lace on her curtains and chair tidies, gay 
hooked mats on her floors and ingenious 
homemade adornments scattered about. 
Envious neighbours said Emmeline work-
ed her fingers to the bone to put on style. 
"I am tuckered out," her aunt admitted. 
"But I was bound and determined to see 
if there was any truth in the story that 
you'd got tired of Amos and calc'lated 
on sending him back to the Home.'' 
"I don't know as Joe and me has any 
call to ask the whole place what we do." 
Emmeline bristled, pouring a kettle of hot 
water into her dishpan. 
"Don't be so techy ! No one wants to 
boss you. But we're all kind of anxious-
knowing the boy so long." 
"Well then, it's so. Joe's taking him to 
the train a-Saturday." 
Dishes clattered in the silence and a 
stick of wood sang in the fire. 
"Does-does he know?" her aunt 
enquired at last. 
" Of course. And he don't appear to 
care a mite." Emmeline thumped a pan 
down on the stove and wheeled round. 
"You know, Aunt Lizzie, the ones that 
are talking now are the very people 
warned us, when we took him, about the 
risk we run-not knowing where he come 
from or how he'd turn out. We never 
listened but they were right. You don't 
know what we been through with him." 
"My lands!" The old woman threw up 
bony hands. "Such a nice-behavin' little 
fella he was when he first come!" 
"He's not the same boy he was. And 
since Jennie's kids came he's that wild 
we can't handle him." 
"Maybe he's just growing up." Her 
aunt sighed. "Most boys, it seems, has 
to go through a rough spell, round that 
age." 
"It's not the roughness, though he does 
go clean through his clothes. But he's 
sulky and contrary and so mean to the 
girls. 'Pears to think he has first right here. 
And them my own flesh and blood." 
"Well, he was took," Aunt Lizzie said 
bluntly. "I mind when the sun seemed to 
rise and set on him. He can't have turned 
so bad all to oncet.'' 
"We never took out no papers for him 
or made any promises. We did feed and 
clothe him for six years. We never counted 
on poor Jennie going like she did. And 
Walter, too. You've got to look after your 
own first. Blood's thicker'n water.'' 
"Money's scarce, I know. And four 
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mouths is a lot to feed. Only- I expect 
Joe takes it quite hard." 
"He feels the same way I do. He'd 
ruther see him go than have the girls all 
the time tormented and me wore out with 
work and worry." 
"If you didn't have to be so fussy ... " 
Her aunt glanced about the spotless room 
and through the window at the line of 
clothes whipped by the frosty wind. 
"There's no need of keeping young ones 
so spick and span all winter, making so 
much washing and ironing." 
"If I can't keep them nice, like their 
mother did, I won't keep them at all." 
The old woman's lips parted and closed 
again. She turned toward the door of the 
front room and changed the subject. 
"How's your plants doing? You didn't 
freeze noan in that cold snap?" 
Emmeline nodded soberly. "My angel's 
wing. I was real sick over it." 
"But how . . . I thought you babied 
your flowers so they never got a chanst 
to smell the cold." 
"We never expected it to turn so sharp. 
And I had so much else on my mind this 
fall. But come see my cactus!" Her face 
brightened. "The first time it's bloomed. 
I'd give up hoping." 
"Now that's a sight for sore eyes!" 
Aunt Lizzie declared, bending over the 
window-garden. The green of the foliage 
and the bright flowers seemed vivid in 
contrast to the plain little house and the 
bleak landscape outside. "I don't know 
when I've seen a cactus blossom." 
"My begonias took a fresh start too. 
And this Star of Bethlehem's blooming 
its head off. Oh! There's Freddy!" 
She disappeared up the narrow, enclosed 
stairway and returned with a drowsy two-
year-old hiding his face shyly on her 
shoulder. 
"The spit an' image of Jennie," the old 
woman commented approvingly. 
"They're all light-complected and good-
looking like her." Emmeline pressed her 
lips tenderly to the boy's sunny curls. Her 
own hair was dark and straight. 
"Your plants are handsome." Aunt 
Lizzie turned for a last look. 
"I've got to have pretty things round 
me or I can't stand it." 
"You always did have a terrible hanker-
ing that way, Emmeline." Her visitor was 
putting on a warm hood and tying a wool 
"cloud" over that. She hesitated on her 
way out. 
"Maybe Amos ain't no parlour orna-
ment right now. But I'm certain sure 
there's times whenanymaandpa wouldn't 
mind shifting their young ones- when 
they get to that homely, sassy age." 
Aunt Lizzie was old and outspoken 
and there was no sense in arguing with 
her. Emmeline held her tongue and 
watched her go. Before she had time to 
reflect on what she had said, she heard the 
children. The two little girls tumbled into 
the kitchen, covered with snow. 
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"Mercy on us!" Emmeline sprang for 
the broom." Don't come a step further 
till I clean you off." 
"Amos pushed us into the drifts," Doris 
sputtered, shaking herself impatiently. She 
had her aunt's dislike of untidiness. 
"And washed our faces wiv snow," 
little Velma wailed tearfully. "It's gone 
down my neck." 
When they had been helped into dry 
clothes and pacified with slices of bread 
and molasses, Amos burst in, an over-
grown boy of ten, noisy and ravenous. He 
tramped through to the pantry in his 
snowy moccasins, snatched up his bread 
and began fumbling through a table 
drawer. 
"You're not swep' off," Emmeline re-
minded him coldly. She had resolved, 
since her aunt's visit, not to scold the boy 
again. 
"Ain't I going right out to fish smelts?" 
He went off sullenly, with dry mittens and 
a roll of cord and hooks. 
Emmeline mopped up the puddles he 
had left. He would likely come home with 
all of two smelts or a tommycod and 
expect her to cook them. He lived so 
completely in a world of his own that 
nothing outside it mattered. 
She studied her family at the supper-
table: Amos with his stiff, black hair 
standing up grotesquely and cheeks ruddy 
from the cold, greedily devouring a 
mountain of pancakes and pork "crack-
lins"; the girls, opposite him, eating 
quietly and politely. Why should they be 
deprived of things they might need in 
order to share with an ungrateful boy 
who had sprung from nothing and had 
begun to show it? 
Joe had dulled the first edge of his 
appetite and looked up to ask with a 
twinkle in his eye: "You wouldn't want 
to be bothered with a new plant, would 
you, Mamma ?" 
He enjoyed teasing her about her 
flowers but lately, with something of a 
cloud over the house, he had attempted 
few jokes. 
"The Oultons, down to the Corner, are 
moving to Nova Scotia." He speared a 
fresh pyramid of pancakes. "They got a 
peach of a plant they can't very well take 
in cold weather. Can't recall the name but 
it's got pink blossoms onto it." 
"A cyclamen!" Her face lighted. "The 
only one that's ever been round here. Oh, 
Joe, they didn't offer it to you?" 
"Well ... I said I didn't guess you'd 
want it and I couldn't handle it on the 
bobsled. But . . . " he winked at the 
children, "maybe tomorrow I'd be down 
after it." 
She drew a long breath. "I'd walk the 
three miles and back myself for that 
cyclamen." 
"I seen it," Amos volunteered un-
expectedly, his mouth full. "Setting in 
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their front winda, it was. Loaded with 
flowers." 
"When are the Oultons going?" Emme-
line had poured Joe his second cup of 
strong tea and relaxed a moment, with 
the children gone, to watch him drink it. 
"Day after tomorrow. I could bring it 
this far, all right, if it don't turn colder." 
"Hey!" He set his cup down and raised 
his voice in the direction of the front 
room. "You young ones mind what you're 
about and don't tear round so wild!" 
"But you've got to go all the way to 
Shediac tomorrow." Emmeline ignored 
the confusion. 
"I'll strike out early and be back in 
time to go down to the Corner. Six miles 
extra won't hurt the mare noan." 
An ominous thud and a crash in the 
front room sent Emmeline hurrying in. 
The children stood in an awed little group 
about the fragments of an earthen pot, 
broken leaves and scattered earth. 
"Your cactus!" Doris whimpered. 
"Amos was after us and we run into it." 
Emmeline surveyed the ruin with a set 
face. She turned on the boy. 
"How many times did I tell you not to 
be scuffling round my flowers ?" 
"Everything I do is wrong," he muttered 
sulkily. "And all they do is right." 
"What started it?" she demanded of 
Doris wearily. 
"Nothing. Nothing at all." 
"We only took his . . . his pink heart," 
Velma added. "But we just wanted to 
smell it.'' 
Emmeline knew that among Amos's 
treasured possessions (odd shells he had 
found on the shore, a dried starfish and 
a coloured postcard of Halifax) was a 
tiny, heart-shaped cake of pink soap in a 
tin box to match it, decorated with pink 
flowers. It was a foolish thing for a boy 
to cherish, especially on the Portage, 
where people managed to keep clean 
without the help of scented toilet soap, 
and it had never occurred to him to put 
it in water. When she had restored it to 
him, in a determined effort to be fair, he 
went off into a corner to examine it 
suspiciously. 
Emmeline wondered, as she cleaned up 
the floor, how he could care for a cheap 
trifle and be quite unconcerned over the 
disaster to her beautiful cactus. It was 
the same lack of feeling he had shown 
when they broke the news to him that he 
was going back to the Home. 
"What you up to now?" Joe asked 
when she began taking her plants from 
the windows at bedtime. " 'Tain't likely 
to freeze in here tonight." 
"It's colder. And I'm taking no more 
chances." 
"You make yourself a pile o' work 
with them things." He regarded her with 
sleepy good-humour. "Either wrappin' 
them up or lugging them up and down 
sullar." 
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She looked at him above the newspaper 
she was pinning round a pink fuchsia. 
"I'd die, I believe, if I didn't have them. 
Oh, dear! I forgot to put the fish in soak." 
He held the lamp over the pickle barrel 
in the cellar while she slid a hand reluc-
tantly into the cold brine. Not even he 
suspected how she detested this nightly 
ritual. But salt herring must be soaked 
over night to be palatable for breakfast 
and no man on the Portage could face the 
day without having his stomach well-
lined with boiled herring and potatoes. 
The ugly gray fish, the litter of bones on 
the plates and the persistent, fishy odour, 
were a part of her life that demanded 
some contrast, such as her flowers, to 
offset it. Tonight she got into bed cheered 
by the thought of adding that exquisite 
cyclamen to her collection. There was 
nothing she coveted more. 
Joe drove off in the pung next morning, 
through a thin screen of snow. That was 
not unusual and she was too busy with a 
big ironing to notice how rapidly it 
thickened. She was hurrying through the 
plain things, towels and shirts, to get to 
the little girls' pretty dresses. She was 
happily pressing Freddy's romper trimmed 
with blue gingham rabbits, when his 
squeals drew her attention to the window. 
The storm was growing into a blizzard. 
The children burst in from school like 
snowmen. Even Amos's eyes sparkled 
with excitement over the challenge of the 
storm. Emmeline's forehead wrinkled as 
she helped strip off their clothes. 
"Joe'll never get down for my plant 
today." She was thinking aloud. "He'll 
do well to make it this far by dark. Oh, 
well!" She sighed as she hung a row of 
wet mittens behind the stove. "There'll 
be nearer neighbours ready to grab it." 
Amos went back to school but she kept 
the girls at home. They began cutting 
paper dolls from an old Eaton catalogue 
in a warm corner of the kitchen, playing 
contentedly, with hardly a sound. They 
were never any trouble with Amos out of 
the way. Emmeline's mind was made up 
about him and nothing Aunt Lizzie or 
anyone said could change it. But when 
Freddy grew fretful and she sat down to 
rock him, she was somehow reminded of 
Amos's solid little body in her arms, when 
he had first come, a for lorn mite of four. 
He had been a lovely,rosy baby like 
Freddy but now he was a sturdy half-
grown boy. And no one could say she 
and Joe hadn't done their duty by him. 
Being assured of that didn't prevent her 
from becoming uneasy when it was past 
time for him to be home, with the wind 
shaking the house and no sign of him. 
She was impatient, too. He knew Joe 
might be late and he should have thought 
of the chores. The early winter darkness 
was closing in and she put on an old coat, 
tied up her head and waded through the 
deep drifts to carry wood from the shed 
and water from the well-house. She had 
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supper waiting when she heard Joe's 
sleigh-bells. He came in, purple-faced, 
with frosted eyebrows and mustache. 
"Kinda takes your breath," he admitted, 
holding his chilled hands to the fire. 
"Wisht I could have made it down to the 
Comer for your plant but the road's all 
filled up." 
"I don't care about the plant," she said 
surprisingly. "But I can't see what's hap-
pened to Amos. He's never come from 
school.'' 
"What in thunder ... " Joe started up. 
"It's no night for a little tyke like him to 
be out. You can't see two feet ahead of 
you. Almighty cold, too." 
"He's no baby," she said sharply. Joe 
annoyed her by thinking of him as little. 
"You set down now and eat! He's like 
enough stopped in at the Comeaus' . But 
he'd oughta been home and had the stock 
fed and watered before dark." 
Joe picked up the milk-pails. Meals 
could wait but cows, when it was past 
their regular time, were not too obliging 
about giving down their milk. It occurred 
to Emmeline, as he took the lantern and 
started for the barn alone, that he would 
miss the boy tagging after him. 
"I'll run over to the Comeaus', now 
I'm all rigged up," he announced when 
he came in. "If he ain't there, their kids 
may know where he is." 
Emmeline put his supper in the oven 
and got the children into bed. She 
scraped the frost from the front window 
to peer out, but she could see only a 
furiously whirling curtain of white. No 
one on the Portage had a telephone. 
There was nothing she could do but go 
back to the kitchen, keep up a good fire 
and wait. Joe came at last, letting in a 
fierce gust of wind that slammed the 
storm door back on its hinges. 
"I can't make it out," he gasped. 
"Comeaus' boys say he headed down the 
road after school. Told some yam about 
going to hitch a ride to town." 
"He was just showing off." 
"Unless ... unless maybe he figured if 
he had to leave anyway he mightaswell get 
onto the train and start now." 
"But he hadn't any money." 
"Young ones never 'pear to think of 
that." Joe sank wearily into a chair. "But 
it's no use trying to look for him now. He 
couldn't have held out this long with the 
snow clean up to his neck. Bound to have 
stopped in somewheres." 
"If he had the sense." Emmeline put 
his belated supper on the table with a 
troubled face. She had been seized with 
sudden panic, a sense of her own respons-
ibility. If anything happened to Amos she 
would blame herself. She reached for her 
coat. 
"I'm going down the road a little way's 
to see what it's like." 
"You're crazy," he protested. "I tell 
you it's no ... " 
She was gone. He had hurried through 
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his meal and was starting out in search 
of her when she opened the door, pushing 
Amos before her. The boy staggered to the 
table, put down a large, bulky package 
and threw himself on the sofa, panting. 
"Get some snow to put onto his face 
where it's frost-bit!" Emmeline had 
snatched off his mittens and was un-
fastening his coat. 
"I couldn't get a word out of him." She 
was feverishly chafing his hands and feet. 
"He seemed kind of dazed when I met 
him ploughing through the drifts. I don't 
see . . . " She turned her head and tried to 
swallow. "Honest, I don't think he could 
have made it alone." 
The warmth of the room had begun to 
penetrate and the child was screaming in 
agony. 
"It'll hurt bad for a little spell, darlin'." 
Emmeline hovered over him. "If you 
could drink a sup of this warm tea ... " 
When his cries had dwindled into low 
groans and he lay, still in a half stupor, 
under blankets, she went over to invest-
igate his burden. Joe heard her gasp. She 
was standing rigid before what had been 
a splendid vision of foliage and pink 
blossoms. 
"The cyclamen!" she whispered. "He 
went all the way to the Corner for that!" 
"Froze stiff." Joe touched the darkened 
leaves. "It was well wrapped up but he's 
been a long time on the road. I don't see 
how he ever hung onto it." 
"If I'd only kept my mouth shut at 
noon!" she moaned. "But how could they 
let a little boy start out with it on a night 
like this?' ' 
"They didn't know I was all alone- and 
afoot." Amos sat up, blinking at the lamp. 
"I dursen't tell them, for fear someone 
else would get a-holt of it." 
He came over, walking stiffly, and stood 
between them. He put out his hand, with 
a puzzled look, to touch the stiff pink 
petals. 
"Why . . . it's froze!" He stared at it 
blankly and turning away suddenly, put 
an arm across his face and broke into 
sobs. 
Joe shifted on his feet uncomfortably. 
It was months since they had seen the boy 
cry. 
Emmeline stood back, her eyes black 
and deep, her hands clutching her apron. 
She knew, from the child's expression 
when he saw the plant that he loved it. 
That did more to make her aware of the 
close tie between them than all he had 
gone through to get it for her. She was his 
mother. And motherhood was something 
gloriously permanent, not fluctuating with 
every change in a boy or whim of the 
parent. She turned from the cyclamen and 
spoke with ringing assurance. 
"Flowers ain't nothing to worry about. 
Pretty things get awful flat when you got 
too many of them." She drew the boy to 
her and kissed his freckled, tear-stained 
face. 
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Sailor meets a Caribbean turtle 
THE CRUISE OF THE MICLO 
The log of a novice mariner from Fredericton, his wife and his dog, 
aboard their 33-foot sloop bound for the Caribbean 
FOR THE FIRST TIME in my life I found how it feels to bask in extravagant luxury with somebody else footing 
the bills. 
With total cash assets of $1.18 my wife 
Lois and I checked into a $70-a-day suite 
in the Yankee Clipper in Fort Lauderdale, 
one of the most exclusive, palatial resorts 
in Florida. Three days later we checked 
out still with our $1.18, having lived like 
Hollywood celebrities in the meantime. 
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by MICHAEL CARL TON 
• 
Our infiltration into the ranks of the 
idle rich came through the good offices of 
Nova Scotia-born William Dalgleish, 
whose grandfather was a Bluenose skipper 
in the days of the square-riggers. Bill, a 
newcomer to Florida, is director of public 
relations for the Gill hotel chain, and I 
met him in my quest for Mari timers 
abroad. 
Strangely enough, Bill's sister, Mrs. 
Melvin G. Feener of Bridgewater, Nova 
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Scotia, was secretary to Frederick Fowke, 
former owner of the Mic lo. 
At Bill's insistence we moved into the 
spectacular hotel and found ourselves 
ensconsed in a magnificent suite, with a 
private balcony overlooking the palm-
lined beach and the azure blue Gulf 
Stream. 
Our host presented us with a pencil and 
strict instructions simply to sign for any-
thing we might need and the tab would be 
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The Carltons enjoying the sun 
picked up by his department. He gener-
ously insisted we thoroughly sample all 
that the hotel had to offer and this we 
found out was no small order. 
The multi-million dollar Gill organ-
ization operates four hotels, three in Fort 
Lauderdale and one in Nassau, and we 
quickly discovered the check-signing 
procedure was acceptable at the two 
other establishments in the sea-side city. 
We dined, wined and danced in some 
of the most exotic settings imaginable, 
each with its own distinctive atmosphere. 
There was the swashbuckling "Wreck 
Bar" with a setting depicting a wrecked 
schooner on the ocean floor and to add a 
touch of realism the glassed panels at the 
back of the bar looked into the bottom 
half of the hotel swimming pool where 
human swimmers, touching distance away, 
ogled into the bar through the glass. 
There was the "Polynesian Room" with 
true south sea island musicians, "Rogues 
Roost" at the Jolly Roger hotel, with a 
rollicking air of pirates of the past and 
two live and beautiful flamingoes in a 
natural setting, and the "Clipper Room", 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
an outstanding gourmet dining room high 
in the sky at our own hotel. 
Our first evening found us in the 
"Clipper Room" with our host and his 
charming wife Jayne, from Windsor, 
Ontario. Werner Schultz, a soft-spoken 
European "maitre d' " personally selected 
and supervised our dinner, which was 
served by four waiters. 
Our meal was really a masterpiece of 
culinary achievement consisting of Alaskan 
king crabmeat cocktail, French onion 
soup a la Lyonnaise casserole, Dover sole 
parisienne, beef stroganoff with wild rice, 
Caesar salad and Werner's personal piece 
de resistance, crepes a la maison with 
lingon berries flambees. 
From the quiet dignity of the "Clipper 
Room" we were whisked from one bustling 
bistro to another, each successively more 
elaborate in decor and entertainment. It 
is doubtful if the most pleasure-bent 
millionaire could have uncovered and 
enjoyed such a great variety of costly 
night life in one evening. 
We returned to our suite, kicked off 
our shoes and dropped into the most 
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enveloping mattress in the world, made 
all the more comfortable in contrast to 
our hard shipboard bunks. We were too 
exhausted to notice until the next morning 
that during our absence the tropical 
flowers in our suite had been changed 
and our liquor decanter recharged. 
The next morning I pulled back the 
plush drapes that covered the huge picture 
window and the sun peeked in through 
the greenery of the towering palm with 
its branches swaying gently against our 
balcony. Below, several guests were taking 
a morning dip in the beautiful lukewarm 
sea that lay across the shimmering sand 
beneath us. 
I stepped from our comfortably air-
conditioned bedroom to the balcony and 
felt the warmth of the cloudless morning. 
Thinking back on the previous twenty-
four hours, it all seemed like a wonderful 
dream of being a millionaire, a television 
contest winner or a celebrity. 
But I knew if it were a dream I would 
call to the people playing on the sea and 
sand and see the upturned faces of my 
friends in the Maritimes. All this was 
really happening, but like the fictional 
wonderland it came to an end and we 
returned to the Miclo and our sea-going 
togs with our days and nights as million-
aires nothing but a magnificent memory. 
For three days the Miclo swung at 
anchor in Miami harbour waiting for gale 
force winds, which made the inlet im-
passable, to subside. On the fourth day 
we made an attempt to run the huge 
breakers that rolled in through the jetties 
but were forced to turn back and our 
two-day scheduled stop in Miami stretched 
to a week. 
At 3 a.m. on November 18, my birth-
day anniversary, we decided to make a 
second attempt at the forty-two-mile run 
across the Gulf Stream from Miami to 
Cat Cay. The wind had backed to the 
nor'east but while we had an ebb tide 
to hasten us out of the harbour it was 
running against the wind to some extent 
and Miclo danced like a cork through the 
inlet. 
Outside, the sea was uncomfortable, 
but not dangerous, and far less than we 
had encountered many times in the past, 
but the wind quartering the fast-running 
Gulf Stream kept spray flying over the 
port bow and drenching us in the cockpit. 
By daylight we were well at sea, and 
the water had turned to a magnificent 
shade of purple. The wind held firm 
throughout the day but at dusk Gun Cay 
light failed to show and we were concerned 
with our position. 
The Gulf Stream runs northerly at an 
average rate of 2.5 knots and therefore we 
had shaped our course to the south'ard 
in order to make good an easterly heading, 
but I feared we had perhaps made too 
great an allowance, and when darkness 
fell I brought Miclo more up to the east. 
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The Carltons with John Marshall, right, nianager of the Nassau branch of the Bank of Nova Scotia, rel(lxing 
to calypso accompani111ent at the British Colonial Hotel. Mr. Marshall is the son of Mr. and Mrs. Fred Marshall 
of Pamdenec, N.B. 
The change of course brought the seas 
beam-on, burying our lee rail on the port 
tack and more spray than ever came 
aboard. Everything below was a chaos 
and we made no attempt at a hot meal, 
but Lois managed to put together some 
sandwiches. 
At midnight we had still failed to pick 
up the light, and with needle-sharp coral 
reefs somewhere ahead this was a matter 
of no small concern. The Strait of Florida, 
through which runs the Gulf Stream, is 
extremely deep, but once through and into 
Bahamian waters, which extend a mile or 
so from the cays, it becomes dangerously 
shallow, and I feared at any moment we 
might well be surveying a magnificent 
coral head through the bilge. 
For several hours I had been silently 
contemplating the unpleasant task of 
climbing the shrouds to the first set of 
spreaders for a better view, but the sight 
of the dancing, swaying mast had dis-
couraged the undertaking. Now, however, 
it could no longer be avoided, and Lois 
took the helm while I went aloft. 
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The climb was surprisingly easy and I 
seemed to arrive at my perch in record 
time, but once there it took every ounce 
of strength to hang on, and the deck 
seemed a hundred feet below. But the 
climb was worth the effort, for as Mic lo 
reached the crest of a towering wave I 
caught sight of a light almost dead ahead, 
and while I kept the sighting Lois brought 
us on course. 
A check of our present heading against 
that of our previous course showed that 
we had allowed too much southing and 
were roughly twenty miles below Cat and 
Gun Cays. 
The Gulf Stream has a reputation for 
producing the most unfriendly behaviour 
at almost a moment's notice, and seasoned 
seamen with many crossings to their 
credit have the greatest respect for this 
temperamental stretch of water, and it 
was comforting to know we would soon 
be out of her clutches. 
As we closed on the light, the sea 
settled to a medium chop and a short 
time later when land came in view it was 
57 
as calm as Grand Lake in a light summer 
breeze. At 1.30 a.m. we anchored in sight 
of the sandy beach and turned in for a 
much needed sleep. 
I awoke to hear Lois yelling for me to 
come on deck where I found her peering 
wide-eyed into the water. To my utter 
astonishment Miclo seemed to be accom-
plishing the impossible feat of floating in 
two feet of water yet I had anchored in a 
good twenty feet. 
Hundreds of multi-coloured fish were 
playing hide-and-seek about our keel, 
which seemed inches from a jagged coral 
reef and one could count the beautiful 
sea shells on the bottom. I dropped the 
lead line overboari to discover that the 
apparent two feet was actually more than 
twenty. The clarity of the water and the 
colourful beauty of the bottom is almost 
hypnotic in its panoramic splendour. 
The sandy beach which seemed only 
150 yards away in the dark was more than 
a mile off, but with the countless coral 
heads and sand-bars ahead it was as well 
we anchored where we did. 
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While Lois pieced together the cabin 
torn apart by the previous day's sail, I 
studied the chart for the tricky entrance 
through the narrow passage that lies 
between Gun and Cat Cays. 
At noon we got under way, threading 
our way between the submerged obstruc-
tions easily seen from the colour of the 
water. No buoys mark the way and navi-
gation is by sight alone. We ran ahead to 
within fifty yards of the lighthouse above 
the surf-covered coral rocks on Gun Cay. 
As we inched ahead the water dropped 
from twenty to nine feet and was so 
transparent that it seemed we were 
suspended on air above the bottom. 
Undoubtedly pilotage into the Bahamas 
was the most unnerving of our voyage. 
Every moment I expected to have a razor-
sharp coral head come splintering through 
our hull. Best water seemed to lie a 
hundred feet from the shore and around 
the rocky tip of Gun Cay and then pass 
close in between Gun and Cat Cays. 
We rounded the bend and little Cat Cay 
harbour came in view. There was one 
other boat in the little, artificial shelter 
and as he directed us to the wharf Miclo 
glided in, her yellow quarantine flag 
fluttering from the yard-arm. 
H. M. Brown, a former Torontonian 
and only customs officer on the island of 
less than 300 persons, put us through 
immigration procedure with a very mini-
mum of delay, and within minutes we 
were ashore visiting the truly beautiful 
Bahamian island. 
It was interesting to note that other 
Canadians had been here before us, in-
cluding Samuel Tucker of St. Andrews 
aboard his boat Lovely Lady; Col. 
Phillips, Toronto, sailing Diana; Roger 
Parent, Montreal, with Odine, and, of 
course, Lord Beaverbrook's beautiful 
Tabusintac. 
After an overnight stay we got under 
way, bound for Nassau 120 miles to the 
south-east, across the Great Bahama 
WATER COLOUR 
Far on the Wedgwood sea-bowl rim 
White sails, like swans, keep time. 
They dip and rise and dip and rise 
While salt winds croon a rhyme. 
The waves, now playing leapfrog, blow 
Foam-lace along the shore 
And call their friends, all splashing near, 
To hurry out for more. 
Drone-beat of rival wings is heard 
As gulls, that grace the blue, 
Go whirring quickly in alarm 
The tableau dimmed from view. 
A boy skips pebbles. The sun's farewell 
Makes rainbows on the spray 
And darkness, edged with moonlight, 
folds 
A dream across the bay. 
AMY BISSETT ENGLAND 
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Bank, covered at its greatest depth by only 
twelve feet of water. 
It was a magnificent sail now that we 
had become almost seasoned to seeing the 
bottom apparently only inches beneath us, 
and by midnight we reached North-west 
Light~ which marks the eastern limits of 
the bank and the entrance to deep water 
to Nassau, sixty miles to the southeast. 
We anchored on the banks, and at day-
light set sail again. We decided to run to 
Morgan's Bluff on Andros Island, reputed 
former hideout of the notorious pirate. 
I trolled on the way, and a magnificent 
fish parted my line with six feet of wire 
leader. A second lure brought a number 
of good strikes but I was unable to sink 
the hook, and when I reeled in the reason 
was apparent. The first fish had completely 
straightened the hook making it impossible 
to set it. 
It was quite understandable why Cap-
tain Morgan would have chosen the 
sheltered spot for his hideout. The little 
beach-lined bay resting beneath towering 
bluffs, crowned by coconut trees, is com-
pletely hidden from seaward, and a dozen 
pirate frigates with full sail could be 
secreted in the shelter. 
The entrance is ringed by reefs marked 
by the sea breaking in white ribbons 
across them, and alert pilotage is required 
to make the shelter. 
The bay is truly a tropical paradise and 
save for one small fishing sloop lying at 
anchor there was not a vestige of habita-
tion. We went ashore and picked coco-
nuts, bananas and oranges, swam on 
shimmering coral-sand beach and ex-
plored the island, but failed to find the 
slightest sign of habitation. 
That evening a little native fishing boat 
came into the bay, his oddly shaped 
Bermudian sails turned to crimson by the 
radiant tropical sunset. 
He had been out for conch and craw-
fish and traded an abundance of each for 
a package of cigarettes. He told us of 
Nicholastown, a settlement three miles 
down the coast and agreed to show us 
the way in through the reefs the next day. 
At daylight we were under way and 
before lunch anchored off Nicholastown 
where we met Mr. Triquette, head man 
of the settlement. We dined in his island 
home made from powdered coral, and 
he told of his grandfather, who had been 
an important personage in the lusty, 
spongmg era. 
Today Mr. Triquette buys crawfish 
from the natives and ships them to the 
United States aboard his own boat. He 
also operates the only store in the settle-
ment and acts as mayor and councillor 
for the natives. 
That afternoon our host assigned one 
of his "boys", a native of well over 
eighty years, who knew every pebble on 
the ocean bed, to pilot us into deep water 
and we were on our way once again bound 
for Nassau. 
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DOWN FOR THE THIRD TIME 
L VISITORS TO BARBADOS- except 
those visiting for their health-go 
swimming. And the lunatic fringe, 
like myself, also goes collecting shells. 
The people who are there for their health 
spend all their time in the health resorts 
with their feet on the brass rails drinking 
planter's punch, which is believed to cure 
every known malady, and quite a few 
unknown ones as well. They never have 
time to go swimming. If ever they venture 
outdoors, it is only to hurry by cab from 
one health resort to the next. 
Miles and miles of soft sand beaches 
lapped by a sea which is always the same 
temperature as a delayed bowl of con-
somme, make it an ideal island for 
swimming. But Barbadians themselves 
never swim. They "bathe". People who 
swim are consigned to the sharks. 
Fortunately, the sharks refuse to have 
anything to do with them, and give the 
visitors right back to the natives. 
Coming from the north, I naturally 
expected rules by the hundred and officials 
by the cubic yard, but I swam from a 
score of take-off points at all hours of the 
day and night without once meeting a 
lifeguard, or any other troublesome busy-
body trying to spoil things. There's so 
much beach space per visitor that you 
can do almost anything you like-even 
drown yourself if you feel like it. The 
Barbadians are firmly democratic on the 
subject of drowning oneself. It is a civil 
right which no visitor is denied. 
Tricked out in trunks and a bath towel 
one afternoon, I approached a strip of 
coral on the southwestern shore. I was 
looking over this prospect and wondering 
about "live rocks" with poisonous spines 
when a youngster approached me from a 
neighbouring yard. He had bare feet, 
freckles, red hair, and was ten or eleven 
years old. And, so help me Heaven, these 
were his exact words : 
"I shouldn't bathe there, sir, if I were 
you. Many people have been drowned by 
the current. The bathing is much better 
along the beach to the south." 
Things like that make you realize what 
barbarians we are in North America. 
Could any of our ten-year-olds talk that 
way? Of course not! At best they might 
manage something like: 
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"Hey, Mister! Don't swim there! It 
ain't safe!" 
All the world lies in between. 
I stepped back out of appreciation for 
his thoughtfulness and thanked him. 
"You're very welcome indeed, sir," he 
said gravely, and ran off to join a group 
of children down the road. 
I began wondering about the "many" 
people who had been drowned. Visitors, 
of course. In America there would be life-
guards patrolling the place, not to mention 
signs in letters two feet high at least-red 
letters saying DANGER! But that isn't 
the way things are done in Barbados. 
Signs spoil the view. And it is much 
better to drown a few ignorant tourists 
than to spoil the view. 
There are very few signs of any sort on 
the island, and none at all on the beaches. 
The hot dog stand has not yet arrived, nor 
the frozen-custard vendor. There are no 
side shows. Nothing, in fact, except the 
same old palm trees, and the same old 
warm sand, and the same old cool sea 
which were there in the days of the pirates. 
In this respect the Barbadians are lamen-
tably behind the times. Try as I would to 
persuade some of the resort owners to 
take a trip to Miami or Coney Island to 
see how things ought to be done, they just 
stared back at me through their monocles 
in a rather shocked sort of way and said 
they rather thought hot dog stands would 
spoil the view. 
There is a small health resort on Acra 
Beach, set well back from the water among 
the palms, and completely unidentified by 
any sign or symbol. It looks rather like a 
little pagan temple, and is without walls 
on either side so that the trade winds may 
blow through it unimpeded, and so that 
bathers may conveniently pop in among 
the convalescents for a nip of planter's 
punch between dips. 
The young Negroes learn to swim very 
early- you see them by the dozens on the 
Bridgetown waterfront, naked as jay-
birds, playing in the surf. But the English 
boys devote their lives to cricket. They 
reckon the present era from "the time 
we licked the socks off England". They 
persist in regarding swimming as "bath-
ing", and if as men they swim at all it 
consists of "going in for a dip". 
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I was solemnly warned that if I went 
off too far I might be eaten by a shark, 
though nobody could recall that it had 
ever happened anywhere nearer than 
Australia, where the sharks, I understand, 
live almost exclusively on bathers. 
One lady married to a deep-sea angler 
warned me against schools of barracuda, 
and drew fearsome word-pictures of big 
fish which her spouse had boated after 
nothing was left of them except the head 
and the backbone. This, however, was 
graphically refuted by a wiry little Latin-
American who, to prove his point, 
selected a big school of barracuda and 
dived in among them from the prow of a 
boat. They took off like scared cats. 
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• HORSE POWER 
e 
e 
e 
•MAN POWER 
• TRANSPORT POWER 
Nova Scotia has an adequate supply of Horse Power in 
electricity - with more to come as new developments take 
place. · 
Nova Scotia has great resources in Man Power - workers 
who are quick to learn new skills and put them to use in 
building new industries. Nova Scotia's labour force is one of 
her greatest assets. 
Nova Scotia's Transport Power lies in her fine, all-year 
highways, and ready access to railway, steamship, air and bus 
services throughout the Province. 
These are three most important considerations for manu-
facturers seeking plant locations. Ask about them, and get 
further information on the advantages listed below: 
All-year, sheltered ocean ports with easy e Water, fuel and raw materials in wide 
variety ... abundant and low priced. access to world-wide trade routes. 
Excellent sites, low-priced and easily 
adapted to any purpose. 
Ample electrical power 
where at reasonable rates. 
available any-
e 
e 
Temperate, equable climate - with com-
parative freedom from destructive storms. 
Efficient, fast transportation facilities by 
land, sea and air, and excellent highways 
under constant improvement. 
9 High-calibre labour force - adaptable, en-
ergetic, and stable. 
9 No provincial or municipal sales tax in 
Nova Scotia. 
DEPARTMENT OF TRADE AND INDUSTRY 
HALIFAX • NOVA SCOTIA 
E. A. MANSON, Minister JOHN R. BIGELOW, Deputy Minister 
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BOOK REVIE by D. Kermode Parr 
THE GREY SEAS UNDER, by Farley 
Mowat. McClelland and Stewart, To-
ronto. 342 pages. $5.00. 
This is a grand book for all who are 
interested in the sea, and ships and the 
men who sail them. 
Farley Mowat was commissioned to 
write a book about the work of the 
Foundation Maritime Company, which 
entered, utterly without knowledge or 
experience, the field of salvage and ocean 
towing in 1930 and is now one of the 
world's most noted firms in that kind of 
work. With a free hand to select and 
arrange the material placed at his dis-
posal-and the first-hand adventure, for 
he went to sea with salvage men and met 
fear and exultation-the author decided 
that the best book to write would be one 
telling the full story of one ship, the 
company's first salvage vessel the Founda-
tion Franklin. 
The first chapter deals with the acquisi-
tion of the ocean-going tug by the 
Foundation Company of Canada, the big 
construction firm. The story is very 
human, and very, very funny. The whole 
enterprise, it seems, came about because 
the president of the company, William 
Chadwick, had a romantic passion, care-
fully concealed until then, for ships and 
the sea. 
There is humour in many another 
passage, too, but for the most part the 
pages are filled with excitement and 
wonder and strong, hard life; in adversity 
as well as in triumph, for there were 
many failures to set against the great 
successes. To a reader without technical 
knowledge of salvage work, this book 
brings absorbing accounts of the engineer-
ing skill required and the methods used 
to patch and refloat wrecked ships to be 
towed to dockyards, and of the magni-
ficent seamanship backed by matchless 
courage that it takes to put a line aboard 
a crippled ship drifting far at sea in a 
North Atlantic winter gale, and then 
bring her to safety in port. 
Foundation Franklin was a great vessel. 
Originally H.M.S. Frisky, she was built 
on the Clyde for the Royal Navy in 1918. 
"Sold foreign" after the war, she was 
lying among hundreds of depression-idled 
ships in Hamburg harbour when dis-
covered and bought by Foundation in 
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1930. For the next eighteen years she 
worked, in peace and war, from Canadian 
ports, on salvage expeditions. She was 
manned by a series of remarkable officers 
and crews, Maritimers and Newfound-
landers-very specially Newfoundlanders 
-and their deeds, their manner of living 
and working, and their opinions, are 
given vivid expression in Farley Mowat's 
pages. 
There are passages that could have 
come from Rudyard Kipling, narratives 
of real life that have all the magic of such 
stories as "Bread Upon The Waters" and 
"The Devil and the Deep Sea". In a 
comparison with that master craftsman 
of story-telling, Mr. Mowat holds his 
own. 
With thirty chapters, each narrating a 
complete episode and often more, The 
Grey Seas Under is a book that a reader 
should perhaps be advised to take in 
short portions, one or two adventures at 
a time. It would serve admirably for such 
leisurely enjoyment . . . if it were not 
much too hard to put down. 
WILLIAM LYON MACKENZIE KING 
-A POLITICAL BIOGRAPHY. 
Volume One- 1874-1923. By R. Mac-
Gregor Dawson. 565 pages, with notes 
and index. University of Toronto Press. 
$7.50. 
This first volume of Dr. Dawson's 
tremendous biography of Mackenzie 
King takes the story to 1923 and triumph 
at the Imperial Conference of that year. 
It is significantly called on the title page a 
political biography, and it is indeed a 
picture of the Canadian political scene as 
well as of the man who played such a 
great part in it. 
No one interested in Canadian affairs 
should miss this important work. As the 
publishers rightly say of Mackenzie King: 
"Like Roosevelt, his contemporary of 
many momentous years, he was greatly 
admired and greatly hated, but none 
dispute the tremendous influence he 
exerted on the history of his country, or, 
indeed, his place in world history . . . a 
phenomenal personality gifted with in-
telligence, intrepidity, and luck, with 
amazing insight into his times and the 
nature of his political occupation." 
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The life story of the man who made a 
record for total length of tenure of the 
office of prime minister of a Common-
wealth nation, is of course familiar, but 
Dr. Dawson has told it in more detail 
than earlier biographers, and with the 
advantage of Mackenzie King's own 
papers at his disposal, the most important 
being the extensive diaries that King kept 
practically all his life. The numerous 
extracts from these diaries are fascinating. 
They range from accounts of parlia-
mentary victories and negotiations with 
statesmen of other countries to his reasons 
for having his portrait painted in 1902 
and his enthusiasm for one pretty girl 
after another in those young days. 
Mackenzie King was never, apparently, 
interested in provincial affairs, in his own 
Ontario or anywhere else. Some very 
interesting pages are devoted to the events 
that resulted in the choice of Mackenzie 
King over Nova Scotia's W. S. Fielding 
when a successor to Laurier as Liberal 
leader had to be elected; but there has 
been no need to include the name of any 
Maritime province in the index. The only 
brief connection with this region seems to 
have been the interlude when Prince 
County in Prince Edward Island provided 
the leader with a safe seat for a session 
after he had been defeated in his Ontario 
riding. His career had, for all that, its 
inescapable effects on life in the Maritimes 
too, as Canada's political condition in the 
world changed vastly by his actions. 
Regardless of a reader's political 
sympathies, this biography is an essential 
book for the understanding of the develop-
ment of Canada as a really independent 
nation. "We call him the peacemaker," 
said Earl Grey, but he was also a tough 
fighter in the political battles. During the 
Imperial Conference of 1923, Lord 
Curzon wrote to his wife that the Canadian 
Prime Minister was "both obstinate, tire-
some and stupid", and Field Marshal 
Smuts in more friendly tones said to him 
directly : "Mackenzie King, you are a 
very terrible person; you are giving an 
awful lot of trouble." It was successful 
trouble-giving, and after the final session 
Smuts told Mackenzie King: "You ought 
to be satisfied. Canada has had her way 
in everything." That way meant a changed 
Canada and a changed Commonwealth. 
JANUARY, 1959 
y CURA TOR OF JARGON can grow 
increasingly bemused these days 
by the wordy mystification prof-
fered to the public in the high name 
of education, by the press, yea, and 
now and then by the government, too. 
"Ignorance chief hazard in back-
ward nations" offers a headline. Fair 
enough. It probably is. But: "Increased 
funds for education stated as cure." 
Hold hard, there! As cure for what? 
By whom? And to what purpose? If 
only it were that simple! Education, 
alas, is not necessarily a cure for 
ignorance, nor even its opposite. It can 
be ignorance sustained and given 
authority. 
I know a couple of educated egg-
heads, who, for sheer outright ignor-
ance of-but, no. This time, we will 
for go personalities. We shan't for go 
the jargon, however. Words are open 
to discussion, any time. 
Two thirds of the current delusions 
concerning education spring from a 
confusion concerning the word. It is 
misused as if it were some final asset. 
Education is a means to an end, not 
an end in itself. 
Going through school is not in 
itself a virtue, let alone a guarantee of 
any form of success or happiness in 
later life. Indeed, the major argument 
which can be applied in its favour is 
negative: that there are definite draw-
backs and official penalties which 
result from not going through school. 
But the only good which can result 
from an education, results not from 
the virtue of taking it, as one might 
take vitamins, but from the education 
itself. If it is poor, the results are 
enervating; if it is damaging, the 
results are disastrous; only if it is good 
is it any asset whatsoever to civiliza-
tion, or to those who must undergo its 
boredom and stultifying tortures for 
at least ten years of eager life. 
It has already been hinted in 
delicately cautious terms, by men 
whose authority is usually far from 
cautious, that this systematic torture 
of our adolescents (for any system 
devised for, and rigidly enforced for, 
the average must be torture for the 
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extremes, hence our adult insistence 
upon freedom), that this systematic 
boredom may be in part responsible 
for the wild outbreaks of juvenile 
delinquency which mar our continent 
among the nations. The speakers are 
definite because they have evidence; 
cautious because education has become 
such a golden idol, such a protected 
symbol, that even the great and 
knowiilg have to be cautious in speak-
ing its name. 
One given reason for caution is that 
we must not spread discontent among 
our youth. It is a current cliche of 
thought that it is permissible and even 
honourable to spread discontent among 
youth concerning their homes and 
parents, but never, no never, with 
their schools. Half the imbecility of the 
current discussions on education 
springs from the delusion that they 
must be expressed in terms undisturb-
ing to the carefully nurtured illusions 
of our population from six to sixteen. 
This is to have no discussion at all. 
If any bedevilled parent is distressed 
lest junior be so influenced by remarks 
about torture and boredom that he 
turn truant and flourish this page as 
his excuse, kindly turn junior to this 
paragraph: 
I am discussing the end to which 
education is but a means. If any 
teenager actually feels competent to 
enter this discussion, to speak of his 
own education, not in terms of a 
schoolroom, but in terms of the adult 
life to which presumably it is to lead 
him, don't you bother to argue with 
him, Madam or Sir. Tell him to sit 
down and write to me. If he can 
actually give a readable and interesting 
opinion, not on his own complaints, 
but on that world, I will happily 
discuss the letter and give clear thanks 
for the thoughtful aid. 
Otherwise, shoo him off to school, 
which he needs to attend because it is 
good until we can arrange better, and 
tell him to drop in again on the talk, 
fifteen years hence. By then, he may 
understand it. 
Now that he's gone, let's settle down 
to the subject as what we are: adult 
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residents of the world in which this 
stuff called education is supposed to 
aid. 
It is important that we have this 
discussion, for the only educational 
systems which have ever been worth 
tuppence in the history of the world, 
have been created not by educators, 
not by funds, not by governments, and 
not by parental committees, but by 
civilizations which suddenly knew 
what they wished to do with life, by a 
busy eager adult population who knew 
what they wanted, and, knowing, 
demanded that the means to it be 
given to the generation coming next. 
The adult man came first; then, when 
the educators had a chance to see the 
model toward which they were to 
build, the challenge brought out the 
best in them, and they found the 
means. 
Education is not a matter of the 
times, but of the enjoyments and 
occupations of men. The ancient 
Persians needed fearless warriors; 
their boys were taught but to ride, to 
shoot, and never to tell a lie. As with 
all warrior nations, education had to 
be a negation of thought. 
Yet, at the same period, the Greeks 
took a native and joyous delight in the 
amusements of the mind, and in the 
only way there is to give sport to that 
mind, discussion. Great teachers arose, 
who used and taught the art of dia-
logue, and for it taught the art of 
thought in such ways that we still 
must return to their works, to reach 
to the means of thinking. (It may be 
mere coincidence, but the Greeks beat 
the Persians at their own game, in the 
end; they won in war). 
In the Renaissance, the demands of 
the awakening world opened up the 
routes, the warrior began to give way 
before the merchant; the world was 
suddenly full of men who needed to 
be able to judge, to balance, to divide. 
Education for the many burst forth, 
education not for the games of thought, 
but education in figures and words. 
No more: yet the words were words 
of Greek and Latin, and with them the 
mind and attention and memory were 
JANUARY, 1959 
by Joan Ganong 
trained. It is all too easy to laugh at as 
senseless the memorizing of Latin 
words and rules as 'education'. Perhaps 
it would be senseless, now: yet, before 
the laughter dies away, remember that 
education gave the men of England 
exactly what they wanted, and the 
nation of shopkeepers became the 
rulers of their world. 
Since nine tenths of the adults in the 
present world, (or should I just speak 
for this continent?) seem to be utterly 
confused about what we're kicking 
about this pretty planet for, anyway, 
it is small wonder that education has 
been hopefully left to groups to whom 
it is an end in itself. The problem is 
actually simpler in the so-called back-
ward countries, where at least it is 
obvious that it would be nice if a few 
million who do not read, could do so. 
But in the so-called forward nations, 
I mean us, there seems to be a very 
vague idea of the results expected, of 
the pursuits or enjoyments to be 
sought, of the actual things which 
make life worth living, in the fifty 
years to which the ten years or more 
should lead. 
In this dearth of adult enthusiasm 
for their own lives, an enthusiasm for 
children's lives is useless, for it makes 
childhood a final end in itself-it is 
no wonder that dozens of interested, 
and rightly interested, groups are 
causing such a traffic jam in educational 
thought that discussion has become 
hysterically confusing, and a little bit 
of everything is adding up to-not 
enough. Addition to education begins 
to look like improvement in education, 
until boys who are going to be lawyers 
are frittering away school hours in 
carpentry, boys who are going to be 
expert mechanics are wearily pondering 
problems which have already puzzled 
the U.N. In the lack of general 
decision as to whether the hand, the 
heart, the mind, the judgment, the 
spirit, the memory, or the honour of 
the growing race needs the most 
training, the whole bunch are being 
subjected to little and inadequate 
driblets of it all. 
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Among these groups under immed-
iate pressure are teachers, parents, 
school boards, businesses which deal 
in school supplies and textbooks, 
contracting firms which build schools, 
and the government. 
To each and every one of these 
groups, whatever the chance and 
varied opinions of individuals among 
them, the immediate problem is the 
care and education of the children 
now in school: the current problem of 
running and improving the schools 
which exist. This implies or enforces 
decisions in which the starting point 
has to be the present system, the 
ending point has to be the present 
year. It still keeps us within the school-
room; it still looks upon education as 
an end. 
The work of all these groups is 
wildly important: through them, build-
ings and equipment are improved, 
children are cared for on their way to 
and from school and at noon hours, 
the standard of teaching becomes 
better this year than last year, and 
presumably better next year than this. 
All of these points are important and 
are worthy, they only lead to confusion 
when they slip into jargon, when it 
sounds as if by them education is 
improved. It is not. It is just better 
sustained. If it happens to be a poor 
education, it is not improved by being 
taught in new classrooms by improved 
visual aids. The most brilliant teaching 
does not improve the over-all educa-
tion if the right minds are being dulled 
by being taught the wrong things. 
Does our education need improve-
ment? So it seems. At least, large 
amounts of print are being devoted to 
that idea; and even governmental 
policies are formed along that line. 
Committees and commissions study 
what is wrong with it, while we of the 
adult world wait to establish what is 
right. Until we have established, in our 
own lives, what we think on that point, 
the committees will be hampered; yet 
there seems to be, even in the public, 
a wistful belief that somewhere, pos-
sibly in governmental niches, there 
lurks a set of experts, who can say 
exactly how to educate, who, and for 
what. 
There may be such a group; but 
nothing in all history suggests it. Yes, 
small groups have used education for 
private purpose; but it has yet to be 
shown that that education was ever 
good. The warrior nations, the tyrants 
and dictators, in our times as well as 
in other years, have striven to use 
education for their purpose, but it was 
education with dark corners, not an 
opening but a directing of the mind. 
Yet even if a small group could 
come to a perfect decision, the argu-
ment against centralization of educa-
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tional theory is one of faith. Yes, 
faith! Faith in the common intelligence 
of man. 
Education, at its best, can be a 
freeing of man's mind, an equipping 
of it to think for himself. When it is 
that, the world has the benefit of the 
minds of mankind, working at a pitch 
of combined knowledge and experience 
beyond that of any few. Given the 
facts they need to live by, and a way 
to think, and men can do the rest, not 
as children but as men. 
But too narrow a system, or a 
system for the system's sake, replaces 
that freeing of the judgment of many 
by the judgment of a few. Systemiza-
tion is the end to variation; and, man-
kind at its best, is various! 
What can we decide about educa-
tion? 
There is very little we need to decide 
about education: save to ensure that 
someone else is not deciding too much! 
But we do need to decide about our 
own lives. If we are certain of what we 
want to be in life, what we want out 
of life, what is worth while in life, 
some of that certainty will seep back 
into our living and we will be making 
the decisions, then. It will take thought, 
philosophy, discussion, and a certain 
zest in life NOT aimed at schools; but, 
if we find it, we may end with schools 
which spend the ten years of life 
which they control as what they should 
be: preparation for the fifty next to 
come. 
In the end, one's joy in life comes 
not from the number of things one 
wants, nor the number of things one 
acquires, but from the number of 
things one is equipped to enjoy. When 
the day comes that more of us under-
stand that enjoyment, the means to 
equip the next generation for it will 
come! 
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The Rothesay School For Girls 
FOUNDED IN 1892 
COURSES FROM GRADE VII 
TO SENIOR MATRICULATION 
Highest academic standards are achieved through small 
classes and individual attention. 
EMPHASIS ON DEVELOPMENT OF 
CHARACTER AND LEADERSHIP 
A number of Bursaries and Scholarships available. For information and 
illustrated prospectus write to-
Mrs. Allan C. Crimmins 
lleadmistress, Netherwood School, 
Rothesay, New Brunswick 
AS THE ONLY DOMINION LICENSED LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY WITH 
ITS HEAD OFFICE IN THE ATLANTIC PROVINCES WE CONTINUE TO 
PLAY A MOST EFFECTIVE PART IN THE ECONOMIC GROWTH OF THE 
AREA. RECENT EXPANSION OF SALES INTO THE PROVINCE OF 
ONTARIO HAS OPENED THE FIELD OF OPPORTUNITY IN SALES WITH 
THE MARITIME LIFE. YOUNG MEN JOINING OUR ORGANIZATION 
NOW CAN GROW WITH US. WE HAVE OPENINGS IN BOTH ONTARIO 
BOUND COPIES 
Art, 
Art, 
HEAD GIRL 1958 
EXTRA ACTIVITIES 
Music, Choir, 
Drama and 
Speaking 
Applied 
Public 
We can hind your copies of The Atlantic Advocate for $5 in hard cased blue buckram lVith 
gold lettering. Send your 12 copies to us (September, 1957, to August, 1958) together with 
your money order for $5. Alternatively, we can supply a complete set of copies similarly 
hound for $7.50. All hound volumes will include a full index FREE. 
Separate copies of the two-year index are available at 25 cents each. 
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LETTERS (Continued from page 12) 
original states, they would be attractions for 
tourists to visit and would bring more tourists 
to your province. I was at Fort La Tour a 
couple of years ago during excavation work 
and I have a hand-made nail from that fort, 
given me by a Government man in charge of 
the work then going on. 
Much success to your magazine. 
Willow Park 
Sir: 
H. D. PUGH, 
10 Governors Ave., 
Winchester, Mass. 
We have been away from Nova Scotia, our 
home province, for over 35 years, but take 
two papers to "keep in touch", but to cap 
it all, my husband's brother from Winnipeg 
visited there this summer and sent six copies 
of your perfectly marvellous magazine! We 
have read them all and can just imagine how 
much we have missed before. 
One particular article was entitled, "The 
Battle of Willow Park" (The Atlantic Advocate, 
March, 1958) and strange to say my husband's 
mother and father and six boys resided there 
for a time. He remembers a cow they had 
and when they moved to Hants County the 
cow went also. She was named "Willow Park". 
We plan on a trip to Nova Scotia this summer 
and will certainly visit the spot. 
The Duel 
Sir: 
MRS. WILLIAM FARQUHAR, 
920 Burnside W., 
Victoria, B.C. 
I was interested in reading in the November 
Atlantic Advocate the article on the last duel 
fought in New Brunswick, between Mr. Wet-
more and Mr. Street. You know my great-
grandfather J. F. W. Winslow was his brother-
in-law's second. My father used to tell me 
this tale when I was a little girl sitting on his 
knee. My great-grandfather, instead of 
staying in Maine, went to one of the West 
Indies during his stay out of the country. 
While there, Father said, he got into a brawl 
and got hit in the throat. This caused a 
tumor, from which he died. He always wore 
a black handkerchief around his throat. 
The oil painting I have of him, which 
Fraser W. gave me last year, he has the black 
handkerchief on. I have the painting and 
another of his wife, Jane, hanging on the 
wall here in my dining-room. Wentworth (as 
they called him) is a fine-looking man. His 
godparents were Sir John and Lady Frances 
Wentworth, hence his name. They lived at 
Upper Woodstock and the house is still in 
good condition. Father was born the year 
after his grandfather died, but used to spend 
a lot of his time at the old homestead with 
his grandmother, his Uncle Went and the 
two aunts- Mary and Elizabeth. 
(Miss) CHARLorn H. WINSLOW, 
Woodstock, N.B. 
The Carltons 
Sir: 
I have been reading with considerable 
pleasure of the adventures of Lois and 
Mickey Carlton aboard the Miclo. The 
articles are of particular interest to me in 
that I know them both. 
The last time we met was when they were 
passing through Ottawa a couple of years ago 
from Vancouver heading undecidedly east-
ward. My first meeting with Mickey was when 
he was working out of Toronto as a photog-
rapher, and when I was with The Ottawa 
Citizen editorial staff. We covered a murder 
case together in Pembroke, Ont., several 
years ago. 
T. H. TURNER 
Director, Information and 
Educational Service, 
Department of Fisheries, 
Ottawa, Ont. 
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Are you planning to-
DRIVE IN EUROPE? 
If you have plans to visit the "old countries" 
of Europe (England, Scotland, Ireland, Wales, 
France, Belgium, Holland, Germany, Nor-
way, Sweden, Denmark, Italy, etc.) and 
intend to motor through BE SURE TO GET 
THE RIGHT CAR. Rent or purchase through 
the 
AAA OVERSEAS CAR DELIVERY PLAN 
Let AAA give you unbiased counsel on CAR 
RENTAL AND PURCHASE IN EUROPE. AAA, 
the world's most experienced motoring 
organization, has arranged thousands of car 
rental and car purchase plans through its 
affiliates in England and in Continental 
Europe. 
WHY NOT MAKE COMPLETE TRAVEL 
ARRANGEMENTS-ENQUIRE ABOUT AAA 
ESCORTED TOURS TO EUROPE 
See More - Spend Less - Go AAA 
For full particulars about Travel in Europe enquire at your MAA office 
IN NEW BRUNSWICK-I DOCK STREET, SAINT JOHN 
TELEPHONE OX 3-3196 or 2-4377 
IN NOVA SCOTIA-CAPITOL BLDG., BARRINGTON ST., HALIFAX 
TELEPHONE 3-8642 
IN NEWFOUNDLAND-333 DUCKWORTH ST., ST. JOHN'S 
TELEPHONE 7002 
* * * 
FOR AS LOW AS 4 CENTS PER DAY YOU 
CAN ENJOY THE BENEFITS OF AAA SERVICE 
•Prompt Emergency Road Service •Legal Advice 
•Personal Accident Insurance •Notary Service 
•Personalized Travel Planning 
JOIN TODAY 
MARITIME AUTO ASSOCIATION 
HEAD OFFICE-I DOCK STREET, SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Please accept application for MAA Membership D 
Please furnish further particulars D Date ................... . 
Name ............................................................................................................................... . 
Street and Number ....................................................................................................... . 
City or Town ........................................................ ........... Province .................. ....... .. . 
(Age) ... .. .. .. ...... (Occupation) ................................... ................... .... ........... .... . 
(Make of Car) ................ (Year) ......... (Model) ................ (License No.) ............ . 
Associate/ Member .............................. ... ........... ...... ..... ........... .. ................ .. ..... ....... .. . 
(Name) (Age) (Occupation) 
Annual Dues- $15.00 
Associate Member's Dues- $5.00 
Signature of Applicant 
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THE STORY OF THEE. A. HORTON 
T HE CLASSIC PHRASE "That ain't the way I heard it!", emphatic-ally embroidered with addi-
tional expressions of dissent, sums up 
the reaction of old-timers in the 
Guysborough County area to the 
story "Bully of the North Defied" in the 
July issue of The Atlantic Advocate. 
And Guysborough County, Nova 
Scotia, is the locale of the yarn. 
The theme of this tale- related in 
such a readable style by the noted 
Maritime author, Mrs. Evelyn M . 
Richardson-is the recapture and re-
turn to the American owners of the 
Gloucester fishing vessel, the Edward 
A. Horton, after she had been seized 
for poaching in Canadian waters, 
taken into Guysborough and tied up 
there. 
In the story as Mrs. Richardson 
ret ·ld it, Captain Harvey Knowlton, 
011e of the Gloucester owners of the 
craft, is ..;a~t in the role of the adven-
turous hero, who successfully circum-
vents Canadian officialdom by his deed 
of derring-do, in recapturing the 
Horton. But don't try and make Robert 
Meagher, (pronounced "Marr"), vet-
eran retired fisherman of Canso, 
swallow that yarn, and remember that 
Mr. Meagher, who is over eighty years 
of age, was born only a few years 
after the escapade referred to, and in 
his youth, as well as later in life, heard 
plenty about it. On the contrary, Mr. 
Meagher sees Captain Knowlton play-
ing the ignoble part of the deep-dyed 
villain of the piece, a double-crosser 
and promise-breaker, something like 
the smooth city slicker in the oldtime 
"mellerdrammers" who gets credit for 
the brave deeds of others. 
According to Meagher's version, the 
hero, (if one who uses his talents and 
skill against his own country in 
favour of a foreign state can be 
accorded the full stature of a hero!) 
emerges as Captain Tom MacDonald, 
a Guysborough County skipper well 
and widely known for his deeds of 
daring at sea. He it was who was hired 
by Knowlton to effect the escape of 
the Horton from her Nova Scotian 
captors, with enticing promises of a 
$1,000 reward and remuneration to 
MacDonald's wife, who housed and 
fed the rescue crew. It was MacDonald 
who secretly laid the plans and, success-
fully carried them out, for separating 
the confiscated craft from her place of 
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seizure, and, according to local legend, 
his was the astute idea of sailing straight 
to sea for some sixty miles before 
veering to the westward towards her 
destination in New England. This idea 
was based on the theory that the 
Canadian revenue cutters stationed at 
Halifax, as soon as they learned of the 
Horton's escape, would naturally start 
their pursuit eastward along the shore, 
and not too far out to sea. And, as we 
know, this reasoning paid off. 
However, on arrival at her home 
port in New England, the Guys borough 
skipper, as can be clearly seen from 
the press reports quoted by Mrs. 
Richardson in her story, was promptly 
forgotten. All the acclamation and all 
the rewards went to Captain Knowlton, 
and not one of the latter's promises to 
MacDonald of cash and remuneration 
was kept. 
The following little tale about Mac-
Donald illustrates his astuteness. In the 
course of his various sailings he often 
brought in contraband liquor from 
foreign ports, and was always subject 
to suspicion and to search by the local 
revenue officers. It is not probable 
that he had ever read Poe's famous 
story "The Purloined Letter"- in which 
a document was hidden by being 
placed, after a little camouflage, in a 
rack on the wall in the most conspic-
uous place possible, where it was 
overlooked by the searchers-but on 
one occasion he followed the same line 
of reasoning. Having returned from a 
trip to St. Pierre, and expecting a 
going-over by Inspector Tory, of 
Guysborough, the same officer who 
figured in the Horton case, he placed a 
five-gallon keg of rum just outside the 
counter of his small store, where 
customers came in and out, and simply 
covered it over with a piece of tar-
paulin. In the course of Inspector 
Tory's fruitless search he sat down on 
the tarpaulin-covered keg, and carried 
on a conversation with his suspect, 
blissfully unaware that he himself was 
sitting on the evidence. 
The late James A. Dillon of White-
head, Guysborough County, a well-
known ba11adeer at the time of the 
Horton episode, confirms the local 
version of that craft's dramatic escape 
from custody, in The Rescue of the 
E. A. Horton, one of his versified 
accounts of Guys borough County ship-
wrecks and other exciting events. Mr. 
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Dillon is highly regarded in these parts 
as a truthful teller of stirring events of 
his day in this section of Nova Scotia. 
Included among his ballads are The 
Wreck of the Cedar Grove, and The 
Loss of the S. S. Ealing. 
His verses on the Horton story were 
recited to me by Mr. Meagher, who, 
in spite of his eighty and more years, 
still possesses a most retentive me-
mory, reciting the lines without the 
slightest stumbling or hesitation. As a 
substantiation of the true Horton 
story, and possibly, also as a worth-
while contribution to Nova Scotian 
folklore, I think Mr. Dillon's ballad 
may be worthy of publication, and 
here it is. 
Come, all you gallant fishermen, 
And listen unto me; 
While I a story truly tell, 
Which happened by the sea. 
'Tis of the E. A. Horton, 
And what to her befel1, 
Told by the one who knows the truth, 
And naught but truth will tell. 
The Yankee press has lauded oft 
This daring deed of fame, 
Applauding Yankee heroism 
Connected with the same; 
But now, behold! When truth is told 
The honours you must yield 
To Captain Tom MacDonald, who all 
Was hero of the field. [along 
Canadians have been taunted 
As destroyers of your trade, 
For confining you to treaty limits, 
Legal and well made; 
But your propensity for poaching 
Once caused you much to rue, 
The seizure of the Horton, 
Her cargo and her crew. 
The Horton she was taken, 
And held at Guysborough town, 
A British prize, not in disguise, 
But sighted and run down, 
While in the act of poaching, 
Our laws you did ignore; 
Was then forbade to ply her trade 
Within three miles from shore. 
Sore was the blow to Knowlton, 
And others of his firm, 
When of their schooner's capture 
With her earnings they did learn. 
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Her to regain they tried in vain, 
All legal ways they knew, 
But held was she still against their will, 
Releasing but the crew. 
Round the middle of September, 
1871, there came 
To Milford Haven Bridge 
A spare and pale-faced man, 
Enquiring of the passers by, 
Where lived gay Captain Tom, 
That lad so bold, he had oft been told, 
Such daring deeds had done. 
He reached the house, and to its hosts 
His errand did reveal. 
'Twas to enlist his services, 
For which he would pay him well, 
Should he succeed by one bold deed, 
The Horton to regain. 
This was the court of last resort ; 
All else he had tried in vain. 
Thus Captain Knowlton did engage 
Our hero to retain, 
And pledged him, if detected, while 
The prize he sought to gain, 
The schooner Wanson he would take 
To Gloucester's fair town, 
Where he'd receive a thousand cash, 
And welcome and renown. 
'Twas done! The Horton was released; 
From capture she was freed; 
And put back in her owner's charge 
Just as "Bold Tom" agreed. 
Both chart and compass did provide 
This faithful friend and true; 
Provisions, too, for all the crew, 
1'ill Cape Ann hove in view. 
But how was he rewarded, 
Who set the Horton free, 
Who was promised a bonanza, 
One of the first degree; 
Likewise the true and loyal wife, 
Who fed you in the barn, 
Till the wind came fair, and you were 
From capture and alarm? [clear 
A set of bedroom furniture 
Was hers, if you sailed free. 
This was ignored, as was your board 
And promises to me: 
So now, you Yankee roisterers, 
Stop boasting for a while, 
And try your deeds of valour 
With truth to reconcile. 
Reward and praise those friends so 
But for whose loyal aid, [true, 
The Horton still a British prize, 
Till Doomsday would have stayed. 
Leave off your empty boasting, 
For despite your Yankee sneers, 
The Horton was retaken 
By Canadian volunteers. 
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We specialize in-
C UST OM SHEET 
METAL WORK 
BRINGS 
EXTRA DAYS AT HOME! 
When time counts, phone Maritime Central for 
low cost, comfortable service and convenient, 
sn1ooth schedules throughout the Atlantic Prov-
. 1nces. 
Fly home for week-ends when you're on the 
road. You'll have more time with your family-
thanks to airtravel. 
MCA serves Charlottetown, Summerside, Monc-
ton, New Glasgow, Halifax, Magdalen Islands, 
Goose Bay, Gander, St. John's and Frobisher. 
CANADIAN-BRITISH 
ENGINEERING 
CONSULTANTS 
Galvanized Steel- Black Steel 
- Stainless Steel - Copper -
Monal - Aluminum 
Water Supply and Treatment 
Sewerage and Sewage Disposal 
Highways 
POWERS BROS; 
LIMITED 
Plumbing, Heating, Hardware 
LUNENBURG, N.S. 
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RIVERS & HARBOUR WORKS 
HYDRO & THERMAL POWER PROJECTS 
HALIFAX, 513 Barrington St. 
OTT A WA, 46 Elgin St. 
TORONTO, 1662 Avenue Road 
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ROUND and ABOUT 
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- by Vedette 
Fred L. Blair 
Fred L. Blair, the new admin-
istrative head of Industrial Estates 
Limited, Nova Scotia's Crown 
corporation for industrial develop-
ment, described on page 33, is a 
58-year-old native of Stellarton, 
Nova Scotia. He was selected for 
this appointment, so vitally im-
portant to Nova Scotia's future 
prosperity, for his special know-
ledge of industry in the Atlantic 
Provinces in which he made so 
signal a success. 
* * * 
He showed his mettle early in 
life by being the youngest member 
of his battalion when the 85th 
went overseas in the 1914-18 War. 
He has earned a fine reputation as 
he worked his way up through 
Canada Packers in Nova Scotia, 
became their supervisor in New-
foundland, and finally their gen-
eral sales manager for all of 
Canada. Mr. Blair is married, 
with a grown-up family of two 
sons and two daughters. 
* * * 
David Walker 
David Walker, whose short 
story "My Friend, My Enemy" in 
last month's Atlantic Advocate 
delighted our readers, has just 
returned from a cruise across the 
Atlantic in a destroyer. He is one 
of North America's foremost 
writers, author of several best-
selling novels and many short 
stories. 
* * * 
He believes in honest writing: 
he reckons an author should live 
through the experiences he sets 
out to describe in his books. He 
writes of Scotland as a Scot, of 
the German prison camps as a 
prisoner of war and of Canada as 
a Canadian. To get his local 
colour of the northlands, he went 
to the Arctic; to describe Captain 
Black and his tiger shooting he 
went to India. His voyage in the 
destroyer was in similar quest. 
* * * 
He sailed from Halifax in a 
tribal class destroyer at the 
beginning of October and went by 
way of the Azores to the Medi-
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terranean. The flotilla of four 
destroyers and the carrier Bona-
venture met up with the British, 
Italian and the French Na vies, 
and took part in a NATO 
exercise. Ports of call were 
Gibraltar, Malta, Naples and 
Toulon. Mr. Walker experienced 
the "killer smog" in London, shot 
pheasants in Scotland and tasted 
an Atlantic storm a day out of 
Halifax, which blew off the 
destroyer's topmast. He has plenty 
to write about. 
Mayor Gilroy 
Mayor Gilroy and Springhill 
Mayor Gilroy was able to an-
nounce at his meeting at Spring-
hill, just before Christmas, that 
the Springhill Disaster Fund had 
reached one and a half million 
dollars, with the money still 
coming in. He has a very practical 
idea for using most of it. He wants 
to make it a secured investment 
in the industrial development of 
Springhill. 
* * * 
No better use could be found 
for the money than making it a 
factor in helping create conditions 
in which Springhill miners can 
earn their livings above ground. 
Meanwhile, the first step in 
devising new occupations has 
been taken in the near-certain 
decision to put the new Nova 
Scotia prison farm there, which 
would employ about sixty men, 
nearly a tenth of the total. 
* * * Sampson Starts the Fund 
The honour of initiating the 
Springhill Disaster Fund goes to 
Mr. A. G. Sampson, native of 
Nova Scotia and president of 
Chateau-Gai Wines Ltd. He 
suggested the fund and announced 
his own starting gift of $5,000 on 
the night of the disaster, October 
23. "It is my hope that other 
industries will also contribute", 
he said. He could hardly have 
guessed the gigantic total that 
would be reached. 
* * * 
Albert L. Fairley, Jr. 
Dosco's new operating head, 
Executive Vice-President Albert 
L. Fairley, Jr., has inherited one 
of the toughest jobs in Canada. 
His great sprawling command is 
faced with crises in steel and coal. 
We have described something of 
the troubles of the coal industry 
in our editorial pages; six hundred 
Sydney steelworkers have been on 
short time; and his multi-million 
dollar macrocosm is faced with 
heavy unemployment and catas-
trophic losses. What sort of a man 
is he who chooses to walk into 
this industrial inferno? 
* * * 
The forty-four-year-old Ala-
bama-born son of a former 
Mississippi governor has an air of 
imperturbability as he peers 
through his horn-rimmed spec-
tacles, and in his cheerful Southern 
drawl marshals the alarming 
concatenation of circumstances 
that would make a lesser man 
shudder. 
* * * 
He graduated from Birming-
ham Southern College in 1934 
with a Bachelor of Science degree, 
and took post-graduate courses 
in geology and mining engineering 
at the Johns Hopkins University 
at Baltimore. On the outbreak of 
war, in spite of his distinguished 
academic background, he enlisted 
as a private. He ended the war as 
a captain in the U.S. Air Force, 
and became executive vice-presi-
dent and general manager of 
Shenango Furnace Company of 
Pittsburgh, holding-company and 
major shareholder of the Crucible 
Steel Company of America, 
owners of large-scale coal and 
iron-ore operations. 
* * * 
It is as a leading iron and steel 
technician that Mr. Fairley has 
been chosen to direct Dosco, and 
he is already showing genius in his 
powers of creating a cohesive 
organization out of a combination 
of the new Avro and the old 
Dosco components. 
* * * Atlantic Rooms 
Four of the six dining rooms in 
the new $10 million addition to 
the Royal York Hotel in Toronto 
will be dedicated to the Atlantic 
Provinces. The design and decor 
for each of the rooms will feature 
the provincial coat-of-arms, the 
provincial flower and scenic and 
historic representation for each 
province. In addition, there will be 
a panel in hammered aluminum in 
the main lobby depicting Fort 
Anne in Annapolis Royal, N.S. 
* * * St. Lawrence Seaway 
The Quebec Chronicle-Telegraph 
has "dared to prick a favourite 
bubble" in attacking the attempts 
to open the Saint Lawrence Sea-
way for winter navigation. An 
editorial in that newspaper says 
of Canadians "Let's not pretend 
that we are bigger than we really 
are ... " The clue to the problem 
of winter navigation on the St. 
Lawrence lies in the term "suit-
ably-built ships". This involves a 
reinforced bow and hull. 
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44Ship-owners have not yet 
indicated even the slightest in-
terest in operating into Quebec 
during the winter. It would be 
unreasonable to expect them to 
get excited about the prospect. 
Their vessels are not built for 
rough ice conditions. Why risk a 
tremendous loss, when the ship 
can be docked safely in Halifax 
or Saint John? . . . whatever 
business would come to Quebec 
through a winter port would not 
be new business. It would be a 
diversion of traffic from one of the 
Atlantic ports ... " This support 
is most gratifying to Atlantic 
shipping interests and citizens 
who have deep fears of the hard-
ship that would be caused through 
loss of the winter port traffic in 
the Atlantic area. 
* * * 
Dalhousie 
One of the Atlantic ports, now 
in its fifth year of winter opera-
tions, is expecting to set a new 
record this season in the number 
of ships and tonnage handled. 
This is the port of Dalhousie, 
N.B., where thirty-seven ships 
docked for a record season in 
1955-56, taking cargoes totalling 
75,000 tons of newsprint. By the 
end of March this year thirty ships 
will have docked in Dalhousie 
this season and will have taken 
with them 75,000 tons of news-
print. Deckings in April will be 
setting new tonnage records. In 
the five years of winter operation 
ninety-five ships have carried 
about 300,000 tons of newsprint, 
with a value close to $40 million, 
from the Dalhousie dock of the 
New Brunswick International 
Paper Company. 
Assistant Commissioner 
D. 0. Forrest 
To Guard Queen 
Assistant Commissioner D. 0. 
Forrest, former Officer Command-
ing "J" Division of The Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police in 
New Brunswick, has been ap-
pointed officer in charge of 
security during the visit to Canada 
next summer of Her Majesty, 
Queen Elizabeth II. 
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Piano Teachers 
This will come as a surprise to 
a great many musicians, but 
according to Richard Edmunds, 
director of the Canadian Bureau 
for the Advancement of Music, 
there is a shortage of piano 
teachers. He says that trained 
teachers are much needed and 
married women who have raised 
their families could help by giving 
two or three hours a week to this 
work in public schools. Very few 
centres in the Atlantic Provinces 
have provision for piano instruc-
tion as part of the school pro-
gramme. 
* * * 
Land Deal 
Canada House in London, 
which is located across the street 
from the Atlantic Provinces Office 
on Trafalgar Square, has sold 
back to the British Government 
land purchased for extension. The 
land lies next door to the National 
Gallery and was given to the 
National Gallery by the British 
Government. The Canadian Gov-
ernment received about a million 
pounds for the property. 
* * * Leadership Courses 
Extensive one-day leadership 
courses for officers and committee 
chairmen of Boards of Trade and 
Chambers of Commerce through-
out the Atlantic Provinces will be 
conducted jointly by the Maritime 
Provinces Board of Trade and 
The Canadian Chamber of Com-
merce during the first six months of 
this year. Known as seminars on 
executive training, these one-day 
conferences are designed to give 
guidance to key personnel of 
Boards and Chambers toward the 
efficient operation of their organ-
izations and successful under-
taking of projects. About fifty of 
these seminars will be conducted 
across Canada, with six being 
held in the Atlantic Provinces. 
* * * The "pilot" seminar which set 
the pattern for all Canada took 
place in Sydney, N.S., with twelve 
Cape Breton Boards being rep-
resented by over fifty of their 
officers and committee chairmen. 
Conducting this first seminar 
were Maritime directors of both 
the M.P.B.T. and the Canadian 
Chamber, as well as staff members 
of the Canadian Chamber. 
* * * Through group participation 
among themselves, Board and 
Chamber officers gain a better 
concept of the Board and Cham-
ber movement, the value it can 
have to the community and the 
type of leadership that they them-
selves should give. 
* * * 
Bluenoses and Herring Chokers 
A recent reference to Premier 
Flemming of New Brunswick as 
a "herring choker" has brought 
into focus discussions of the 
origins and applications of the 
terms herring choker and bluenose. 
Professor W. S. MacNutt of the 
history department of the Uni-
versity of New Brunswick cites 
a use of the word "bluenose" in a 
letter of 1835 in which the term is 
used to describe the harsh sea-
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going men of Nova Scotia and 
New Brunswick. Webster defines 
it as a native of the Canadian 
Maritime Provinces, especially a 
Nova Scotian, while the Encyclo-
paedia Canadiana terms it a nick-
name applied to Nova Scotians 
by Thomas Chandler Haliburton 
and, at one time, to New Bruns-
wickers as well. Eric Partridge's 
Dictionary of Slang and Unconven-
tional English and Mitford E. 
Mathews's Dictionary of Amer-
icanisms on Historical Principles 
hold another view. Partridge says 
the word "bluenose" means a 
Nova Scotian, "colloquial, origin-
ally 1830 U.S., Anglicized about 
1840 (Thornton), from the extreme 
cold of the Nova Scotia winter." 
Mathews says it is a nickname for 
a New Englander or a Canadian 
and gives references to such usage 
in the 1830's. The Oxford English 
Dictionary says simply "(chiefly 
in U.S.) nickname for a Nova 
Scotian". 
* * * Of herring choker, the Encyclo-
paedia Canadiana says "a nick-
name for a Maritimer which has 
its origin in the fishing fleets. It 
seems to have been used first of 
New Brunswickers and is still used 
mainly of them, but on occasion 
it has been given a wider use, at 
least since the beginning of the 
present century." Partridge gives 
the words herring joker as "a 
Nova Scotian, man or ship, 
nautical, late 19th and 20th 
centuries (joker-chap or fellow)". 
* * * G. G. Campbell's History of 
Nova Scotia advances the theory 
that the term "bluenose" was 
originally used in derision as 
retaliation for the appellation 
"refugees" which the Loyalists 
received from the earlier settlers. 
So unless someone can come up 
with good and early documenta-
tion of the use of these expressions, 
the reader can pretty well take his 
ch~i~e, both in usage and in 
ong1n. 
* * * . Travelling Columnist 
The liner Empress of France 
sailed for England from Saint 
John early in December. One of 
the passengers aboard was The 
Atlantic Advocate's columnist Joan 
Ganong, who is making a winter 
visit to keep tabs on the London 
theatre season. Shortly before her 
departure, Miss Ganong spent a 
short time in New York where she 
attended a number of Broadway 
productions. 
* * * Senior Scoutmaster 
E. Percy Brown, of New Minas, 
N. S. was honoured recently at a 
testimonial dinner in that com-
munity. Mr. Brown is 84 and dean 
of Scoutmasters in the Maritimes. 
He founded the first Boy Scout 
troop in Canada in Wolf ville, 
N.S. in 1911, just three years after 
Lord Baden-Powell created the 
organization in England. Among 
the more than 100 former Scouts 
from Mr. Brown's troop present 
at the dinner was the Hon. George 
C. Nowlan, Q.C., Minister of 
National Revenue. Mr. Nowlan 
was in the second patrol of the 
First Wolfville Troop in 1917. 
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Mr. Brown, a descendant of 
Joseph Howe, was educated at the 
Royal Military College in Kings-
ton, Ont., and at the Massa-
chusetts Institute of Technology. 
For a time, until he suffered a 
back injury which forced him to 
abandon his career, he was a 
mining engineer in Ontario. Mr. 
Brown took up farming in Nova 
Scotia and continued as an active 
Scoutmaster until the Second 
World War. He was made a 
Member of the British Empire in 
1935 by King George V and later 
was honoured with the Silver 
Wolf, the highest award 1n 
Scouting. 
* * * 50th Anniversary 
The Fisheries Research Board 
of Canada has issued a booklet 
commemorating the fiftieth anni-
versary of the Biological Station 
in St. Andrews, N.B. In the 
illustrated booklet Dr. J. L. Hart, 
the director, tells of the important 
research work carried on by 
members of the staff since the 
establishment of the station in 
1908. Dr. D. W. Penhallow was 
the first director, and Maritime 
members of the board included 
Prof. L. W. Bailey of the Uni-
versity of New Brunswick and 
Dr. A. H. MacKay of Dalhousie 
University. 
* * * 
Oldest Art Club 
The Saint John Art Club 
celebrated its golden anniversary 
with a special exhibition of 
paintings and drawings in its col-
lection at the New Brunswick 
Museum in December. The Saint 
John organization has the longest 
continuous history of any art club 
in Canada. Dr. George MacBeath 
is president of the club. 
* * * 
Newfoundland Bowmen 
Robin Hood and his "merrie 
men" would be right at home with 
some of the ambitious hunters in 
Newfoundland. Archers, including 
a party of four from Pennsylvania, 
have been scoring with a high 
degree of success. The Pennsyl-
vania bowmen brought down 
three caribou and a moose. New-
f oundland provides an oppor-
tunity for hunting with bow and 
arrow during the big game season. 
Bows must have a minimum of 
45 pounds pull at full draw and 
the metal broadheads should 
not be less than seven-eights of an 
inch wide at the broadest point. 
* * * 
Noon-day Gun 
New Year's Day was scheduled 
for the resumption of firing the 
noon-day gun from Signal Hill in 
St. John's. This custom was dis-
continued in March, 1949 due to 
a shortage of special percussion 
caps. A new six-pounder gun has 
been secured for the restored 
service. 
* * * Man and Monkey 
A little male squirrel monkey 
with a high degree of intelligence 
was fired in the nose cone of a 
Jupiter intermediate range missile 
that plopped into the South 
Atlantic in mid-December. 
"The monkey's breathing was 
slower than normal and slightly 
irregular during the take-off ", 
the bulletin read. "The pulse rate 
picked up as the rocket accelerated 
with its tiny passenger. It is a 
small intelligent creature which 
has the same anatomical make-up 
as man and undergoes the same 
emotions." 
Then, would it be as kind to 
man, one wonders, as man is to 
monkey? 
* * * Subscriptions 
The circulation department of 
The Atlantic Advocate had a busy 
time during the Christmas season. 
Thousands of renewals and new 
gift subscriptions poured in. 
Several readers made their pay-
ments in unusual ways ranging 
from early Canadian postage 
stamps to bond coupons. Sub-
scriptions to The Atlantic Advocate 
are going to Maritimers in many 
distant lands, including nearly 
every country in Europe and South 
America. Issues also go to such 
far-away places as Turkey, India, 
Pakistan, Japan, Sarawak and 
Australia. Three subscriptions 
even go to Moscow. Maybe Mr. 
Krushchev is taking a look at the 
Atlantic Provinces. 
* * * Atlantic Awards 
The Canadian Atlantic Co-
ordinating Committee, member 
for Canada of the Atlantic Treaty 
Association, has announced ex-
tension of the dates for its 
Atlantic awards for books, to 
March 31. There are two prizes, 
first of $1,750, the second, $750. 
Entries "may be studies of the 
development of co-operation with-
in the Atlantic Community in any 
of its aspects, or analysis of the 
underlying principles and values 
of the Atlantic Community of the 
Atlantic Alliance, or novels or 
volumes of short stories dealing 
with the problems of understand-
ing between persons and nations, 
either within the Community or 
between members of the Com-
munity and persons of a different 
culture." 
* * * Miclo Honoured 
Members of the Junior Cham-
ber of Commerce across the 
country are selling a Canadian 
pictorial diary, the cover of which 
features a colour photograph of a 
yacht on the St. John River. This 
yacht is the sloop Mic/o, owned 
by Michael Carlton, who is 
recording his adventures with this 
craft for The Atlantic Advocate. 
(See page 55.) 
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MARITIME INVESTMENTS 
Sobeys Stores Limited was incorporated 
under the laws of the Province of Nova 
Scotia, April 18, 1946, to acquire the 
operating assets of businesses formerly 
carried on under the names of "Sobeys 
Stores" and "Barker Stores Limited". 
Frank H. Sobey, the first president, was 
the son of John W. Sobey, who had 
originally opened a meat and grocery 
business in Stellarton in 1906. The 
younger Sobey joined his father as a 
partner in 1926. The business gradually 
expanded, and at the time of the in-
corporation of the new company there 
were seven stores, a bakery, and a whole-
sale warehouse in operation. The pur-
YOUR WILL 
A REVIEW 
by MAXIM US 
chase of "Barkers Stores" raised the 
number of retail outlets of Sobeys Stores 
Limited to twelve. They were located as 
follows: three at New Glasgow, two in 
Stellarton, two at Westville, two in Anti-
gonish and one each at Truro, Hopewell, 
and Trenton, N.S. Within six months of 
opening the company had acquired two 
additional stores, one in Truro and the 
other at New Glasgow. 
A policy of modernization and the 
replacement of the smaller retail stores 
with larger groceterias was initiated and 
in the period 1946-1955, nine of the 
original establishments were closed out or 
sold, and twelve modern outlets were 
. . d ? 
..... is it as up-to- ate as you are. 
As of today, are you absolutely sure that your property will pass to those 
for whom you intend it? 
Have you provided the greatest amount of financial protection possible with 
your resources? Have you taken into consideration recent tax changes? 
By naming The Central Trust Company as executor or co-executor under 
your Will, you'll gain the prime advantage of professional management 
and sound business judgment in the administration and distribution of your 
property. Experience, prudence, responsibility will be constantly available 
to carry out your wishes. 
We urge you to consu1t one of our experienced Trust Officers who will 
acquaint you with the kind of practical help we can offer to meet your 
individual needs. 
The Central Trust Company of Canada 
Head Office: MONCTON, N.B. 
Branches: Saint John, Fredericton and Woodstock, N.B. 
Agency: Campbellton, N.B. Branch: Amherst, Nova Scotia 
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acquired. The company had established 
three units in Halifax and its entire opera-
tion was still confined to the Province of 
Nova Scotia. 
In 1955, however, Sobeys Stores 
Limited entered the New Brunswick 
market with a store in Saint John. It now 
has three outlets in that province, the 
other two being located in Lancaster and 
Fredericton. It is expected that a unit will 
be opened in or near Moncton in the not 
too distant future. The growth in physical 
assets since 1946 has been impressive and 
the company now has a total of twenty 
modern food outlets strategically located 
in Nova Scotia and New Brunswick. 
NESBITT, THOMSON 
AND COMPANY, LIMITED 
Underwriters 
and Distributors of 
GOVERNMENT and 
CORPORATION SECURITIES 
105 Prince William St. 
Saint John, N.B. Phone 3-2513 
• 
123 York St., Fredericton 
Ogden Building, Moncton 
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The financial growth of the organization 
has been equally impressive, a pro for ma 
balance sheet dated September 30, 1946, 
drawn in connection with a bond issue 
being sold at that time, showed total 
assets of the company at $265,098.80. As 
at May 5, 1958, the latest year end figures, 
the total assets were $4,259,011.51. The 
growth of the assets has been reflected in 
the profit of the organization and this has 
grown in a like manner. The net profit for 
the year ended April 30, 1947, (first 
twelve months of operation) was 
$13,947.67. The same figure for the last 
complete year was $246,615.67. Because 
of the rapid expansion of the company, 
and of necessity, the borrowing of large 
sums of money with the accompanying 
heavy service charges, there is not an 
immediate effect on net profit when a new 
unit is opened. Consequently if the rate 
of growth were to decline, an accelerated 
build-up of the net profit figure could be 
anticipated. 
(Profits in rounded figures) 
Year Gross before tax 
ended and depreciation 
1947 36,000 
1948 59,000 
1949 87,000 
1950 114,000 
1951 148,000 
1952 164,000 
1953 200,000 
1954 214,000 
1955 288,000 
1956 396,000 
1957 531,000 
1958 550,000 
Net 
14,000 
25,000 
33,000 
49,000 
58,000 
60,000 
76,000 
80,000 
95,000 
128,000 
216,000 
246,000 
Where and how were the funds neces-
sary for the company expansion obtained? 
Since 1946 Sobeys Stores Limited has sold 
two pref erred stock issues and five bond 
and debenture issues to the public. The 
total amount raised in this manner has 
been approximately two and three quarter 
million dollars. This money together with 
the earnings retained in the business since 
1946 (another $1,037,000) has provided 
the capital necessary to build and equip 
the chain as it exists today. It is interesting 
to note that the bulk of the amount 
mentioned above as being obtained from 
the public, was raised within the Maritime 
Provinces. 
The common stock of Sobeys Stores 
Limited, at the present time, is privately 
held, so the investor in Sobeys Stores 
Securities is confined to pref erred shares 
or debentures. The preferred stock is 
cumulative, participating, and is re-
deemable. It has a par or face value of 
$20.00 per share. A $1.00 per share 
dividend is paid regularly each year and 
as well it participates to the extent of 25 
cents per share extra. It is currently 
available at approximately $20.00 per 
share and the return at this price, based 
on the full $1.25 dividend is 6.25 %. It is 
redeemable at $21.00 per share. 
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Live Stock I nsu ranee 
FARMERS! BREEDERS! Did you know that you can 
insure your prize cattle and horses against all risks 
through our Mortality Policy? See your Agent. 
YORKSHIRE INSURANCE COMPANY LIMITED 
General A.gents for New Brunswick 
ARMSTRONG & BRUCE INSURANCE LIMITED 
167 Prince William Street, Saint John, N.B. 
Chartered Accountants 
HALIFAX, N.S., SYDNEY, N.S. 
ST. JOHN'S, NEWFOUNDLAND 
MONCTON, N.B., FREDERICTON, N.B., SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
G. E. LESLIE & CO. 
Business Established 1900 
Members 
MONTREAL STOCK EXCHANGE 
CANADIAN STOCK EXCHANGE 
THE INVESTMENT DEALERS' ASSOCIATION OF CANADA 
Private wire system to Montreal, Toronto and New York 
HALIFAX & SYDNEY, N.S. MONCTON & SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Head Office 
THE ROYAL BANK BUILDING, MONTREAL 
ATLANTIC INDUSTRY 
Your Electrical and Mechanical needs are our business 
WE REPRESENT 
The leading makers of most types of machinery and equipment 
WE MANUFACTURE 
And design elevators and custom built machinery for 
special purposes 
WE SERVICE 
What we sell and repair machinery of all kinds 
E. S. STEPHENSON & CO. LIMITED 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. HALIFAX, N.S. 
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New 
ROYALFUTURA 
PORTABLE 
Newest and finest portable in 
the world! 
•Has ALL the practical con-
venience features of a stand-
ard off ice typewriter. 
•Has years-ahead styling and 
construction. 
•Liberal trade-in allowance 
and low payment terms make 
it so easy to own. 
Make a note to come in and see this 
thrilling new portable-soon! 
IARSHALL-SUHOFIELD 
149 PRINCE WILLIAM ST. 
OX-3-1169 
Saint John, New Brunswick 
ASSOCIATED DESIGNERS 
AND 
INSPECTORS 
CONSULTING ENGINEERING 
AND 
ARCHITECTURAL SERVICES 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
P.O. BOX 44 PHONE GRanite 5·6691 
James W. Sewall Co. 
(CANADA) LTD. 
• Timber Cruising 
• Woodlot Management 
• Land Surveying 
• Scaling 
• Municipal Mapping 
Box 1284 Phone GR 5-6002 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
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The Atlantic Provinces: 
CRO~'N LIFE GROUP 
EXPANSION 
The Crown Life Insurance Company is 
pleased to announce the opening of a 
group office in Halifax, under the super-
vision of Group Sales Representative, 
Shaw Nelson. Mr. Nelson, who has ex-
tensive experience in the group insurance 
field, will be responsible for sales and ser-
vice of group life insurance, major 
medical, and all other types of group 
health and accident insurance: he and his 
staff welcome inquiries from employers 
and consultants in the Atlantic Provinces. 
The Halifax opening is part of a continent-
wide expansion of Crown Life group fa-
cilities, made necessary by constantly in-
creasing sales. 
THE CROWN LIFE 
INSURANCE COMPANY 
209 Quinpool Road, Halifax, N.S. 
Telephone 2-4421 
JAMES F. MACLAREN 
ASSOCIATES 
eomuliiw; 
c~ 
Municipal engineering, special-
izing in water supply and puri-
fication, sewerage and sewage 
disposal, drainage, flood con-
trol and in industrial waste 
treatment. 
10 KING STREET 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Distributors for 
TORONTO 5, 
ONTARIO 
• Royal Typewriters 
• Odhner Adding Machines 
• Stenocord Dictating 
Machines 
• Executone Communication 
Systems 
Rentals ••. Sales ..• Repairs 
R. R. HARRIS LTD. 
6 WEST MARKET STREET 
MONCTON, N.B. 
Tel. EVergreen 4-4337 
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The investor wishing to limit his 
purchase to debentures has a choice of 
five issues. Interest rates vary as the 
individual issues were sold at different 
times, and therefore the prices involved 
vary. Yields obtainable range from 5.75 
to 6 %. The issues and their approximate 
prices are listed below:-
Series A 
5-! % due 
Series B 
5 % due 
Series C 
September 1 1968 96 % 
March 1 1972 93 % 
4i % due September 1 1975 90 % 
Series D 
6 % due May 1 1977 100 % 
All series rank equal to one another in 
respect to their claim on assets, and at the 
present time each $1,000 Debenture is 
backed by approximately $1,600 of net 
tangible assets. The interest requirement 
is amply covered and was earned approx-
imately four times (after depreciation) in 
the year ended May 5, 1958. 
The preferred shares and debentures of 
Sobeys Stores Limited could be of interest 
to those wishing to invest in a well-
managed, growing, Maritime food chain. 
Maritime Telephone Company 
The largest of the Maritime telephone 
companies is to be found in Nova Scotia 
where the Maritime Telegraph and Tele-
phone Company owns and operates 
144,000 telephones. This utility has been 
expanding rapidly and its net profit 
increased from $620,000 in 1951 to 
$1,812,000 in 1957. Its rates have been 
carefully regulated by the Public Utilities 
Commission of the Province of Nova 
Scotia. 
The expansion of this important com-
munication company has been financed 
through the sale of bonds and the issue of 
additional shares. Until just recently the 
bond issues were sold privately to institu-
tional investors but in September of this 
year an issue of $3,500,000 first mortgage 
5-! per cent bonds was made available to 
the public at a price of $100. The fact 
that this issue was sold very rapidly is 
testimony to the excellent credit rating 
enjoyed by the company. 
Since incorporation, the company has 
issued "rights" to shareholders on seven 
different occasions. Five of the offerings 
have been made since 1945 and they have 
added substantially to the value of the 
stock as an investment. 
A dividend of eighty cents per share is 
paid yearly and at the current price of 
$18 the yield is 4.45 per cent. The price 
range over the past five years has been a 
high of $22 and a low of approximately 
$16. Although some observers hesitate to 
recommend these shares at the current 
level, demand for the stock continues 
strong. 
A seven per cent pref erred share is also 
available to the investor, at a price of $16. 
The return at this figure is 4.66 per cent. 
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JUNIPER 
by 
CHARLES BRUCE 
In this fourth story of Charles Bruce's sequence on Loyalist 
times, you meet again the children of Colin Forester and 
Richard McKee, grown to manhood and womanhood 
COLIN SMOOTHED the earth around the second juniper with his hands. His back and knees com-
plained as he straightened and tamped 
the soil with a careful foot and stood 
back to look. 
The two feathery light-green trees, 
barely shoulder high, stirred in the 
wind against the background of white 
pickets, with the blue gate between. 
From somewhere in the apple-clump 
behind the house he heard the lilt of 
Willoughby's voice, as if his own silent 
well-being had been translated into 
singing sound. And down the road, 
then, the quick clip-clip in layered dust 
of a trotting horse. He turned to glance 
east, past the barn, and felt the mo-
ment's lightness pass. 
Farren pulled the black mare up 
opposite the gate. 
"Well, Ben." 
"Colin." 
He felt Farren's eyes run over him, 
over the young junipers, and knew what 
must be sliding through his mind. A 
faint contempt. For wasted time, for 
trees transplanted from the woods, and 
all such fooling. 
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"Take a while to get much height, 
won't they?" 
"Yes," Colin said. "A while." He 
raised his eyes. Northward over the 
woods a cloudbank lay along the sky, 
its lower bastions unmoving, its upper 
edges turning and ravelling, slow as 
time. For a moment Farren and 
Farren's horse, his own occupations 
and anxieties, dimmed and dwindled 
to things seen and felt absently, 
scarcely observed at the edge of 
thought. Fifty years from now, when 
a man stood back to look on such a 
day, the tops of the junipers would 
cross that bank of cloud. 
He heard Willoughby's voice again 
and time shifted back. Ben Farren 
stirred in the saddle, his body listening. 
Colin glanced quickly away, and said, 
"Bill and Baillie, pullin' apples," and 
felt a quick annoyance, an irritation 
with himself. Bill was his own name for 
Willoughby, a family name. He had no 
business using it to Ben. 
Farren swung to gaze south at the 
Channel. ~'Sail off there, off Prince-
port . . . Findlay's, likely. I sent the 
vessel to town this morning. Be obliged 
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if you'd help unload. Around high 
slack tonight." 
Colin said, "All right. You'll need 
more hands than me, though." 
"Cameron and young McKee. Syd 
and the nigger. That'll be enough." 
Colin nodded. He could hear Wil-
loughby again, now. Indistinguishable 
words in her speaking voice, which was 
not quite laughter but close to it. 
Again Farren tensed, listening, and at 
length relaxed. 
"Nothing from young Neill?" 
"No." 
Colin spoke shortly. He should, he 
supposed, ask Ben to get down, talk 
a while, stay to dinner. With Syd off in 
the vessel, Diana away at school, it 
must be lonesome in the house down 
the road. But some way, he couldn't 
picture Farren lonesome. He held his 
tongue and watched Ben swing the 
mare and ride off down the road. 
He looked, Colin thought, like a 
man standing in the stern of a flat, 
rowing face first. It was more than 
thirty years since Colin had marched 
with Tarleton; in the foot companies, 
at that. He still could tell a rider from 
a man on horseback, and he hated to 
see a horse misused. 
He glanced out over the Channel 
and picked up the speck of sail, small 
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CANADA'S OLDEST CHEVROLET DEALER 
J. CLARK & SON 
LIMITED 
In New Brunswick you're never far from dependable service 
Head Office - Fredericton, N.B. 
Saint John-St. Stephen-Petitcodiac-Sussex-Jemseg 
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and far against the blue of Princes 
Island. A brigantine, he thought. 
Findlay's, likely, as Farren said. He 
cast another look at the junipers and 
crossed the head of the yard to his 
workshop for a spell at the shaving-
horse. In the feel of drawknife in wood, 
smoothing a shingle out of straight-
grained var, there was something that 
smoothed the mind. 
A little spell, and he would visit the 
apple-clump for a word with Bill and 
Baillie. 
Ben Farren rode east past John 
Cameron McKee's. Some day when 
times were harder, he would make an 
offer for young McKee's place. It 
would round out his own possessions. 
He glanced down across the slope of 
the land. Through the fringe of woods 
along the pond shore he could see the 
causeway that crossed the shallows at 
its eastern end; and beyond that the 
blunt wharf and squat warehouse where 
he bought and stored fish, dispensed 
rope and twine, tar and salt and pro-
. . 
VlSIOnS. 
Not bad, in seven years. He had 
been right to quit Halifax, right to 
come back here, far enough from town 
to work up a business. A few more 
years and he would rank with the 
Morgans at The Harbour and the 
Findlays at The Bridge. Farren of 
Forester's Pond. Or Farren's Pond, 
perhaps. 
He wheeled into the barnyard, play-
ing with the thought. Farren's. And 
Willoughby. Willoughby Farren. He 
was tired of singleness, tired of black-
wench housekeepers and no woman at 
the table, no lace at the parlour 
window, no one to keep an eye on 
young Diana. And yet, it was more 
than that ... 
He unsaddled and slapped the mare 
through the pasture gate and peered 
across McKee land, to catch a far-off 
glimpse of her, and fought the wanting 
tide that stung the reaches of his flesh. 
Why not? Why hesitate? Already he 
knew the women at The Pond were 
wondering who would snare him. Why, 
a widower for five years, he stayed 
single. Whispering, some of them, that 
perhaps Cas Izzlie's wife ... Ben spat. 
He had no doubt of his ability to win 
Wnloughby Forester. Patience, care, 
and daring. Those were the qualities 
that had brought him where he was. 
Patience and care. Somehow he dis-
liked the words, in this enterprise of 
Willoughby. Daring, audacity, force. 
His mind played with possibilities. Far 
off he saw now the figure of Colin 
Forester, moving from his workshop 
past the house, toward the clump of 
apple-trees. Colin must have signed 
something, somewhere, to build the 
new house. A man with six girls and a 
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boy no more than chore-size. If he 
coul~ go to Colin, t? Willoughby, and 
say, instead of asking ... He recog-
nized that this was nonsense. No way 
to hold good-will, so necessary to a 
trader. No way to win a woman. 
And yet, if something crossed him, 
he would handle it. He had handled 
Angus Neill. 
* * * 
Colin heard Willoughby say, "Oh-
go on with you, Baillie. Leave off your 
craziness," and glanced up to watch 
his son, braced in the Primrose tree, 
reaching for the highest branches. 
Below, Willoughby held an Indian 
basket, half-full of pale green apples. 
"What d'you judge they got in 
mind, then?" Baillie asked. "Not Mel. 
She's spoke for. No sir." He eased 
down to straddle a crotch and spill a 
shirt-tail-full into Willoughby's basket. 
"You got to take your pick. You ain't 
permitted two." 
Willoughby said, casually, "Shut 
your face, Baillie. I'll tell Pa on you. 
Or Ben. You and Di Farren ... " 
"A-a-a-h-h-h. What d'you think 
John and Richard keep comin' round 
for, Pa?" 
"The tone of society in the house, I 
s'pose. What's this about you and 
young Di?" 
Baillie hitched himself higher. "I 
do'know. But she's slopped it over. 
She may as well spill the bucket." 
"Oh, just some night-time deviltry," 
Willoughby said. "Somebody tickled 
Somers's pig. Squeals rousted Mir-
anda ... That was the idea." 
"When was this?" 
"Saturday night. When Di was home 
for Sunday. Her and Baillie went 
troutin' that evenin'. Late gettin' home, 
you may remember." 
"Circumstantial," Colin said. "I 
would hope Murdoch was not both-
ered. Or hurt done to the pig ... If 
you're done with the Primrose, Baillie, 
you might get out your scythe. People 
around here'Il be wonderin' when we 
work." 
It was odd how you could feel so 
much at home with two of your own 
young-ones. 
"We'll grind up now," he said," and 
take a cut at the oats." 
In the new field John Cameron 
McKee had chopped last winter and 
burned and planted in the spring, 
Richard Mcl(ee Cameron twitched 
away a handful of tops, worked his hoe 
into ashy soil between the roots of a 
spruce stump, and turned out a cluster 
of pink-skinned potatoes. 
He squatted and rubbed dirt off the 
bright skins and added the potatoes to 
the drying scatter among the stumps, 
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and finally he spoke, lazily and with a 
hint of laughter. 
"J h " o n ... 
"Um-m-m-m-" 
"You think she'll have either one of 
us?" 
John went on digging. Eventually he 
said, "I can't see why she'd not." 
Richard chuckled. For a week now 
he had been down here from Tide-
water helping John with the fall work. 
Cutting and stowing oats. Diggi~g. 
And in the evening, walking over with 
John to sit in the kitchen at Forester's 
and look at Willoughby. 
Many things were in Ric~ard's 
chuckle. Himself and John growing up 
together. They could not, now, sur-
prise each other. For a solid 'Yeek they 
had jointly ,warily, courted Willoughby 
Forester without admitting it by word 
or look. But the recognition was in 
John's words, matter-of-fact and open: 
"I can't see why she'd not." 
Richard laughed out loud. Love, or a 
frost in lambing, or a woods-fire march-
ing down behind the house-you 
couldn't shake John. 
"Tell you the truth, boy," he said. 
"I can't either." Richard tossed a 
potato from hand to hand. "But I ain't 
sure Willoughby knows what we're up 
to. Sittin' around a kitchen, there's 
little chance to make the matter 
clear ... Look now. One of us must 
get a move on. There's others with the 
same in mind." 
John turned out another hill. "Ben 
Farren." 
"Yup." 
"She won't have Ben." 
"Why not?" 
"Girl's got sense." 
"Can't depend on sense. We must 
do something." 
"What've you got in mind?" 
"Well, now," Richard spoke cau-
tiously, "one of us has got to have a 
clear road for a spell. A week or two; 
however long it takes to work up to 
the nub of it. Then, if he's outlucked, 
the other one gets next go." 
"How'd we settle who tries first?" 
"I'm oldest." 
"That don't count." 
"Well then, we better toss." A 
thought' came to Richard. "I tell you 
what. Tonight when the Isabel comes 
in we'll borrow a copper from old B~n." He laughed again. "We'll toss 
him out with a piece of his own 
h " c ange. 
He turned to squint at the Channel. 
The vessel on the far side was making 
time. She'd worked her way up past 
The Barrens now. 
* * * 
Willoughby carried th~ las.t ?asket 
into the porch and emptied it into a 
barrel beside the well. 
Melody, reeling up the waterpail, 
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halted with her hand on the windlass 
handle. "Willow! Your feet!" 
Willoughby grinned. "You want to 
know, Mel, I got no drawers on, 
either." 
She walked through the kitchen and 
climbed the stairs to the room she 
shared with Janet. The rag mat felt 
nice on her bare soles, but not as good 
as aftergrass. She laughed inside; she'd 
shocked Mel. Well, perhaps not so 
much, except the talking about it. No 
one could see that you hadn't got your 
drawers on. Bare feet were public. She 
stretched her legs, wiggled her toes, 
and stooped to pull on stockings and 
garter them with rags. Grass was all 
right, but for oats-stubble you needed 
shoes. There were two sides also to not 
wearing drawers. Felt nice and cool in 
the warm weather, but homespun was 
scratchy on your bottom. 
She stepped into work-shoes and 
headed for the stairs, and hesitated. 
The door to Baillie's room was open. 
She peered in for a moment, standing 
there. Angus's musket lay on its pegs, 
his c]othes-chest in a corner. She felt 
the familiar wave of loss and anger, 
rippling out from the dropped stone of 
Ben Farren's words. 
She had gone down to see the Isabel 
come in from Halifax, that afternoon. 
Cherishing the secret she shared with 
Angus. Nothing they'~ ever said. J~st 
a little hand-in-handing; one quick 
kiss on the beach in the wind and no 
one near a kiss that ended in a gust of 
laughter.' A moment of trembling once, 
on a melancholy cowbell evening by 
the rush of Farren's Brook. But 
nothing said, and the thing light with 
laughter. It was only when she'd seen 
the Isabel come down the tide-cut, and 
only Ben Farren and Cas Izzlie aboard, 
that she'd learned how deep the 
laughter went. 
Angus. And at one time she had 
resented his presence in the house ... 
Fraser Neill, the cranky old New 
Hampshireman, dead at his pl.ace up 
in the Stillwell Grant, and the kinsman 
he had sent for still at sea. What would 
he look like? How would he talk? 
They had taken a lively interest in that, 
but it was something else to learn he'd 
be one of the family till he learned the 
ways of life in Nova Scotia. "I told 
Fraser I'd look out for him," Colin 
said. 
The watching out had stretched into 
two years, with Angus living at The 
Pond except for days when he and 
Colin went upshore to chop or tend 
crops at the Fraser place. And Angus 
ready now to settle on the land of his 
inheritance. 
A strange thing to hear the finish of 
it in the callous words of Ben Farren: 
"Young Neill deserted me in Hali-
. . ' '' fax. He's gone pnvateenn . 
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She turned away from the door and 
went downstairs and out, crossed the 
yard to the shop, took down a sickle 
and felt its edge. Last spring Colin and 
Angus had opened out the lower field 
by chopping and burning a strip along 
its eastern edge and swinging a worm-
f ence around the new land. Colin had 
scratched-in seed left over from the 
plowed piece next to it. He wouldn't 
permit her to swing a scythe, that was 
the only job he'd put his foot down at, 
but the stump-oats was work for a 
sickle. 
If Angus came back (she would not 
let herself say when)-if Angus came 
back, would she hold him off and make 
him pay for his desertion? Or run 
reaching for him? 
She took it easy, walking down the 
field, watching Colin and Baillie mov-
ing along the edge of glistening yellow 
in the slow mower's march. Baillie 
swung the short scythe Colin had 
fashioned by filing a piece off an old 
full-sized one and fitting it with a small 
snath smoothed out of a piece of 
crooked ash. Not many would bother 
with a thing like that, or think to go 
slow in the mowing, feeling compan-
ionship more important than the hurry 
to get things done. 
Some time she would have to give 
up sickling oats and harrowing-in seed 
and digging potatoes and hand-lining 
on the Channel. Swap the feel of the 
land and the beach for the spinning-
wheel and loom, the crane and baking-
oven. Well, when the time came. 
She shook her head and felt the soft 
locks switch against her cheek. She'd 
never worn it long, in spite of Mary 
Primrose and Melody. Colin's "What's 
the odds, if she likes it that way?" had 
always been enough to sway Lydia. 
When the time came she would have 
to let it grow. Look odd, short, on a 
woman of thirty. But Angus liked it as 
it was. He had run his blunt fingers 
through it once, from the neck up. 
Again she felt the tide of anger. She 
halted where Colin and Baillie had 
come to the end of a swath. 
Colin said, "Couldn't stay in the 
house, uh ?" 
He wondered whether Willoughby 
knew what Ben Farren was after, and 
what she might feel about it. Flattered, 
perhaps? There was something in the 
feel of that, sometimes . . . She was 
not quite nineteen. Right at the top of 
fool's hill. 
She said "Nab," and went on to-
ward the stumps. 
Colin shook his head. For close to 
forty years of life it was little enough 
he'd known of women. In the last 
twenty-five he had married one and 
fathered six. Marrying in middle-age, 
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he hadn't really thought about young-
ones at all. Lyd herself was more than 
a man should count on. 
But the girls had come, to keep 
crowning the thing, and Baillie to put 
the topknot on it, and finally young 
Jan, as if Lyd had said to herself: 
They think I'm through; they think I 
just kept going till we got a boy. Well, 
look at this one ... 
They were, to Colin, the sense of 
youth in his own flesh. In the bitter 
years after his young manhood he had 
never thought to feel like that again. 
But it had come to him. First when 
he'd stood in a Steep Brook doorway 
and taken Lyd from Delilah Mervin. 
And then, continuing, in the children. 
The girls; and Baillie, the 11-year-old 
who stood with him among the 
thronging women. 
He was, he hoped, a sensible man 
about the young-ones, and even-
minded. But he could not deny some-
thing special in Willoughby. The easy 
ways, the voice, and something around 
the eyes. Willoughby laughed, some-
times, but not often. She didn't need to. 
Her whole expression was a witch's 
brew of amusement, interest, casual 
acceptance and good-nature. 
The opposite of Ben Farren. Farren 
smiled continually with his mouth. The 
eyes were something else. Colin thought 
how little he had to go on. Ben Farren's 
eyes, on Willoughby, in church. Not 
furtive, not leering, but-the eyes of a 
man who owned something. On for a 
moment and deliberately away. And 
that way he had of listening. 
Willoughby? There was no way of 
telling. You could read her nature in 
her face, but not her thought. That 
friendly, casual take-it-as-it-comes ex-
pression. There was that in it that 
touched him with a sense of things 
once known, and pleasant, and for-
gotten, a faint tugging at the strings or 
memory, something famiUar he could 
not place. 
He straightened and glanced at the 
sun and said, "Soon be dinner time", 
and rubbed his back and looked across 
the Channel, searching for the speck 
of Findlay's vessel. She'd caught a 
breeze off Little Upper Island. Be in 
town by early afternoon. 
* * * Lydia hooked the crane toward her, 
pulling the pot away from the core of 
heat. With corned mackerel, too much 
boiling lessened the taste. The smell of 
it, strong and pleasant, less rank than 
herring or mackerel in which the salt 
had set, started a slight watering at the 
back of her throat, an anticipation of 
flavour, of that delicate, firm and 
lightly-salted flesh. Fresh mackerel 
fried were perhaps best. Colin thought 
so, anyhow. But he netted only in the 
spring now. Those days were gone 
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when in the early fall he would cross 
the Channel to Cat Island to take his 
share from the fat fall run. So now 
they had corned mackerel brought 
across last Saturday by the Somers 
boys. 
Lydia was glad of it. For more than 
twenty years there had been that time 
each fall when weeks would pass with 
scarcely a sight of him. She would see 
the shallop coming up to the anchor-
age, its tanned sails shaking out the 
wind, or slipping into the pond with 
Colin at the sweep and Murdoch 
Somers at the bow oar, if the tide was 
right in the gap. Home for a hurried 
day or two, to dig potatoes, mow oats, 
and then, after exhausted sleep, back to 
those beaches nine miles away, which, 
except as a faint and creamy line after 
days of storm, Lydia had never seen. 
An odd thought sometimes touched 
the corners of her mind. A frame house 
in pine uplands, a crowded room in a 
seaside city, a vast coming and going of 
men in blue and red tunics, patched 
breeches, torn gaiters. Creak of spars 
and cordage and bluster of sails. A hut 
of palmetto logs and thatch. Again the 
long days of heaving sea, and the 
strident sound of Aunt Delilah's voice. 
All confusion. But out of that 
crowded clutter of days and years 
there would come at times an image 
sharp and clear: a land-crab sidling 
past a stone on the low beach north of 
St. Augustine. A gold wedding ring on 
the hand of a bearded man, helping 
her into a cart, somewhere south of 
Ninety-Six. 
The odd thought was that she had 
seen all that, two thousand miles away, 
but never had seen the hut Colin slept 
in across the Channel at Cat Island. 
Had never followed the new cut, and 
then the hauling-road, to the strips of 
woods he owned out back. 
The thought, half-familiar, drifted 
now in the shallows of her mind and 
vanished, lost in a slight sense of guilt. 
There was something disloyal in her 
gladness that Colin went no more to 
Cat Island. It was like being glad he 
was growing old, for only some kind of 
frailty, a stiffness in the knees, the 
grippe he'd had, would keep him home 
when the mackerel ran. 
Still, she was glad, remembering the 
loneliness. The one thread that bound 
the long confusion of flight, and the 
first years on a Nova Scotian beach, 
was the sense, despite the crowds of 
others in the same plight, despite the 
voice of Aunt Delilah, of being lost, 
alone. 
It was Colin who had brought her 
out of it. The knowledge was so vivid 
to her that each fall when he'd gone 
away she had been touched by a nerve-
tingling sense of loss, and been hard 
put to hide it from him. 
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So now she was glad, her gladness 
lessened only by this slight feeling of 
disloyalty, and the thought of Colin 
old. 
She heard, upstairs, the regular 
thump of the batten, where Melody 
wove up a length of blanket-cloth. 
Melody. She had always thought it un-
just that Aunt Delilah should be called 
by a name like summer wind, while she 
herself must bear with one that sounded 
like a kettle-cover. So she had done her 
best with the girls. The first one Colin 
felt they must call after Richard Mc-
Kee's two wives. Mary Primrose. That 
was all right. Melody. Willoughby. It 
was nice to have had a last name that 
made a pleasant first one. Charlotte. 
Josephine. Janet. 
She smiled a little wryly. Thank God 
they were all better, all the grown ones, 
at the things a woman was supposed to 
do, than she was. In Mary Primrose, 
Henry Somers had got a good woman. 
Homer Graham would get one in 
Melody. Dignified women. Spinners 
and weavers and quick in the kitchen. 
All she could do were the things any-
body could do. Card wool and cook. 
Even at making butter she never got the 
curing right. All her butter was good 
for, Lydia thought, was to grease down 
a vessel's masts. It was as if, achieving 
Colin, she had fulfilled the purpose of 
her life. 
And yet, the girls ... and Baillie ... 
She laughed aloud, thinking of the 
girls. She remembered RichardMcKee, 
tall in the bedroom door a day or two 
after Jo was born. A grum man out-
wardly, and not made more talkative 
by the thin, precise woman he had 
taken for a second wife. But now and 
then when he came down to The Pond 
he'd loosen up in Colin's presence. 
Richard, standing there, a little shy 
in the bedroom door. 
" What in the world are you and 
Colin up to, Lyd? . . . You aim to 
supply great-grandmothers for the 
whole north shore?" 
She remembered Colin's laugh. 
* * * Colin retired to the armchair beyond 
the fireplace while Lydia and the 
younger girls cleared the table and 
washed the dishes. He had eaten ab-
sently, conscious as always of the buzz 
and clatter of mealtime, but his mind 
concerned with other things. Mainly, 
how he would put in words what he 
had to say to Lydia. 
He thought of his pipe on the mantel 
and lacked the ambition to get up and 
reach for it, or cut the tobacco to fill 
it, or even to taste the tang of smoke. 
He had no business sitting here at 
noontim~ as if there was nothing in 
life to do. He had never been a hurrier, 
but never a sitter either. If a man got 
up early and worked at a reasonable 
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pace he was just able to get done what 
he had to, with a little time left over to 
do what he wanted. A lot of small left-
overs added up, in the end. A day-at-
a-time in the woods totalled spruce for 
walls, hemlock for ceilings, squared 
birch for sills. The proof of that was 
around him, over his head, under his 
feet. Or a couple of small pieces put 
together, junipers at the gate. In spite 
of the mood that held him, Colin 
grinned, thinking of Ben Farren, eyeing 
those junipers. 
A man went on for years, it seemed, 
with little to vex him, and then things 
began to bother, to get dolesome all at 
once. This matter of Angus Neill was 
one thing. He was not a man who 
harboured regrets, but was close to it 
now. A shake of the head, a word or 
two, and Angus would have dropped 
his wish to sail with Ben Farren. And 
yet, it was best to know the kind of 
man he was ... 
Silently Colin swore. That Angus 
should run off was a double disappoint-
ment, a man lost and a proof of some-
thing wrong with his own judgment. 
Privateering! The venture, he s'posed. 
War, any part of it, was something in 
which now he could see no lustre. It 
touched him with sullen anger to know 
that war had come once more to 
breach the peace he had hacked and 
grown and tended here on the Channel 
Shore. 
A spinning-wheel took up its small 
thunder in the loft. He looked up. 
Lydia sat alone by the cleared table. 
He said, "Lyd, I just called some-
thing to mind. Y'know what it says 
about beatin' swords into ploughs. 
Years ago I cut the uppers off the last 
pair of boots I had on the march in 
Virginia. Sewed 'em into a breechin'-
strap with a wax-end. You think I'll 
get credit for that?" 
Lydia smiled uncertainly. He ex-
pected no answer and he grinned back 
in rueful apology for teasing her with 
whimsy. He found himself thinking 
that he and Lyd had never talked much 
about their own times past. 
About all he knew was that her 
mother had sickened and died when 
the rebels burned the house in 'eighty. 
That John Willoughby was one of 
those cut down, a bit later, by Harry 
Lee's disguised troopers at O'Neill's 
plantation. That Lyd herself had fled 
to Charleston and then St. Augustine 
with her Aunt Delilah Mervin, and 
north to Nova Scotia when England 
ceded Florida, from under the feet of 
loyal thousands, to the crown of Spain. 
Perhaps, somewhere in the Caro-
linas, their paths had crossed, the 
bitter marksman of Tarleton's Legion 
and the lonely girl-child fleeing south. 
But the life they shared began on an 
August day in 'eighty-six when (politely 
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he hoped, but firmly) he had carried 
her off from Delilah Mervin and sailed 
her round Miller's Point to be the 
woman in his house. A thing that still 
surprised him when he thought about 
it. 
Began then. And it was new. Odd, 
that. How the last half-acre won from 
stumps and sown to grass-seed, the 
slope of the land, the look of the 
Channel, became the familiar soul of 
life. How rapidly the past grew strange 
and trivial and unthought-of under the 
impact of the present. The flow and 
beat and essence of this life was in 
today, tomorrow, the sap in next 
spring's maples, the herring in July, 
the sun on ripe oats, now and next 
September. The heart of that was not 
in talk but doing. 
The fact was, that far from talking 
of them, he seldom even thought 
directly of those years from 'seventy-
six to 'eighty-three. The time before 
that was clearer, the boyhood time on 
Long Island. Coopering, shipbuilding, 
the whalers coming into Sag Harbour. 
But even then . . . Oh, it was all part 
of the background. In memory's un-
biddable way, the mind would stray to 
a foot blistered in the High Hills of 
Santee, a night in rain-wet clothes along 
the Black River, the hard elation of 
Guildford Court House and the misery 
of Cowpens. But these things touched 
and passed, dimmed by years of work 
on the only earth he cared for, where 
for thirty years he had heard the land-
wash shush at night on friendly 
beaches, and seen the land turn from 
stumps to grass under his own hands. 
Today the old bad times were more 
alive than usual, as if trouble were 
calling up its cousins from the past. 
He twisted in his chair. Them and 
their damned wars. His mind slipped 
into a pointless resentment. There'd be 
no war now, if ... 
If they'd fought instead of trying to 
butter up. If Gage had done a proper 
job at Bunker's Hill. If Howe'd gone 
north to join Burgoyne instead of 
south to Philadelphia. If they'd let the 
Carolinas be and fought where it 
counted. If Clinton had got to York-
town. If only they'd made Guy Car1e-
ton boss in time . . . 
He realized that in dwelling on old 
campaigns, and the disappointment of 
Angus Neill, he was merely putting off 
what he had to talk to Lyd about. The 
thing that was hard to find the words 
for, because the evidence was so thin, 
so almost non-existent. What, really, 
did he have against Ben Farren? 
His eyes, the way he treated horses, 
an arrogance in his walk, his lack of 
care in Angus Neill's desertion. 
What evidence that Ben wanted 
Willoughby? 
A look, an attitude. 
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Why Lyd? and what good? Part of 
his burden was that for twenty-five 
years the decisions had been his to 
make. He didn't blame Lyd. She was 
a miracle that shook him still. It was 
just that being the only law around the 
place could wear you down at times. 
So now when he came to the word 
he had to say he was without hope of 
help in anything he might have to do. 
It was simply that he needed talk, and 
about this, Lyd was the one soul he 
could talk to. 
"Lyd, if Ben Farren wanted one of 
the girls, what would you think about 
it?" 
Lydia frowned at him. 
"Farren? One of the girls?" 
"We11, Willoughby, say." 
She continued to look directly at 
him, still frowning. 
"You got anything to go on?" 
"Only the way he looks at her. 
Listens." 
"You think he means it?" 
"I do think so," Colin said. 
Lydia kept her eyes on his, at the 
same time seemed to be seeing some-
thing far away. Her face was without 
expression. Slowly the brown cheeks 
darkened, the freckled tan grew sullen 
red. She said, "I-", and struck the 
table with the flat of her hand. "Ben 
Farren. God's misery! ... I'd see her 
matched with an lndyun first!" 
Colin nodded. His lips twitched as 
he rose. He ran a finger across Lydia's 
forehead as he passed her, walking to 
the door. "All right," he said "I know 
an Indyun or two. And more than one 
good darkey. We'll put them on the 
list ahead of Ben." 
He stepped out into the chipyard, 
laughing inside, and let his sight run 
over the fields and the Channel. The 
speck of Findlay's vessel vanished far 
to the westward, under the loom of the 
land. Down the field young Baillie 
stroked his way into the oats with the 
boy-sized scythe. He had better get 
down there before the young-one tried 
the whetstone and chopped his fingers. 
The day had turned agreeable. Not so 
much because Lyd's mind had run with 
his, as because she'd had the drive to 
come right out with it. God's misery . .. 
He wondered from what recess of 
mind, what dimmed memory of some 
whiskered Carolinian's anger and des-
pair, overheard and long-forgotten, 
she had come up with that. 
He found himself thinking again of 
Willoughby's eyes and the warmth in 
and around them; except for a down-
driven sabre, a burning roof, it was 
the look Lyd would have had in girl-
hood. 
TO BE CONTINUED 
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The distinctive flavour of the Maritimes 
Photo courtesy New Brunswick Travel Bureau 
From high atop Morrissey Rock, 
visitors and vacationers admire the 
beauty of the famed Restigouche 
River and the City of Campbellton 
in the distance. This view is one 
of so many that are distinctively 
Maritime in :flavour. 
Among the memories they treasure, 
too, is the distinctive flavour of 
Mooseheaq. Ale and Alpine Lager. 
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Shop at your local EATON store or order through 
your nearest Mail Order Office. If you prefer, 
send your orders to Eaton's Mail Order in Moncton. 
On Quality Street at Eaton's, shoppers right across the 
country find the familiar Canadian brands that stand'for 
good values in a 'fide range of trusted-quality merchandise. 
These brands give sound assurance that, 
no matter '\Tha't you pay, you receive full measure 
of do,vn-to-earth value for every penny of your shopping dollar! 
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